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ACTI SCENE I. 


SCENE A Palace. 


Exter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund the Baſtard. 


KENT, 


Thought the King had more aſſected 
the Dake of Albany, than Cornwall. 
. Glo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: 
Zut now in the Div iſion of the Ki 
dom, it appears not which of * 4 
Dukes he values moſt; for Qualities 
| tre ſo weigh'd, that Curiolity in nei- 
ther, can make choice of cither's Pony. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I have 
ſo ofien bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd to'r, | ' 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellow's Mother could; whereupon 
ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed, Sir, a Son for 
her Cradle, ere ſhe had a Husband for her Bed. Do you 

ſmell a Fault? 

Ken. I cannot wiſh the Fault undone, the Iſſue of it 
being ſo proper. 
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Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, ſome Year 
elder than this; who yet is no dearer in my Account. 
though this Knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to the World 
before he was ſent for; Vet was his M. ther fair, there 
was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon muſt be 
acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Edmund? 

Baſt. No, my Lord. 

Glo, My Lord of Kent; 

R-member him hereafter, as my honourable Friend. 

Baſt. My Services to your Lordſhip. 

Kent. I muſt love you, and ſue to IT you better. 

Baſs. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſerving, 

Glo. He hath been out nine Years, and away he ſhall as 
gain, The King is coming. 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 

Cordelia, and Attendanis. 

Lear. Attend the Lords of France ar.d Burgundy, Gloſter. 

Glo. I ſhall, my Lord, IE. 

Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker — ary 
Give me the Map here, Know, that we have divi 
Into three, our Kingdom; and tis our faſt intent, 

To ſhake all cares and bufineſs from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we | 
Unburthen'd crawl toward Death. Our Son of Cornwall, 
And you our no leſs loving Son of Albany, 

We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 

Our Daughters ſeveral Dowers, that future ſtrife 

May be preverite:! now. The Princes, Franceand Burgundy, 
Great Rivals in cur yourger Dauphter's Lore, 

Long in our Court have made their amorous ſojourn, 
And here are to be anſwer d. Tell me, my Daughters, 
Since nom we will diveſt us both of Rule, 

Intereſt of Territory, Cares of S ate, 

Which of you ſhall we fay doth love us moſt; 

That we, our largeſt bounty may extend 

Where Nature doth with Merit challenge. Goneril! 

Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. | 

Gon. Sir, I love you more than word can weild the matter, 
Dearer than Eye-fight, ſpace, and liberty, 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, e 


No 


King LEAR. '9 


No leſs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty, Honour: 
As much as Child c'er lov'd, or Father found. 
A Love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you, 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia ſpeak? Love, and be ſilent. 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds, even from this Line, to this 
With ſhadowy Foreſts, and with Champions rich'd, 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Mezds. 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Albany's Iſſues 
Be this tual. What ſays our ſecond Daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan, Wife of Cornwall? | 
Reg. I am made of that ſelf-metal as my Siſter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true Heart, 
I find ſhe names my very deed of Love: 
Orly ſhe comes too ſhort, that I profeſs 
My ſelf an Enemy to all other Joys, 
Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe proſeſſes, 
And find | am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highneſs love. 
Cor. Then. poor Cordelia 
And yet not fo, ſince | am ſure my Leve's 
More ponderous than my Tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine, kereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and : 
Than that confer'd on Gonerill. Now our Joy, 
Although our laſt and leaſt; ta whoſe young Love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſt ; What can you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Siſters? ſpeak. 
Cor. Nothing my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing. _ , 
Lear. Nothiog will come of nothing. ſpeak again; 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot 44 hy 
My Heart into my Mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my Bond, no more nor leſs. 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? Mend your feech a little, 
Leſt you may mar your Fortunes. | | 
Cer, Good, my Lord, 
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You have me, bred me, loy'd me. 
I return thoſe Duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you loye you, and moſt honour you. 
Why my Siſters Husbands, if they ſay 
They love you all? Happily when I ſhall wed, 
That Lord, whoſe Hand. muſt take my * 17 fhall 
Half my Love with him, half my Care, Duty. 
Sure I (hall never marry like my Siſters. 
Lear. But goes thy Heart with this? 
Cor. Ay, my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender? 
Cor. So young, my Lord, and true. 
Lear. Let it be ſo, the Truth then be thy Dowrre: 
For by the ſacred radiance of the Sun, 
The Myſteries of Hecate, and the Night, 
By all the Operations of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal Care, 
Propinquity and Property of Blood, 
And as a Stranger to my Heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation, Meſſes 
To gorge his Appetite, fhall to my Boſom 
Be as well nei d. pitied, and reliev d, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent. Good my Liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the Dragon and his Wrath; 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my Reſt 
On her kind Nurſery. Hence, and avoid my fight!----[Tp Cor. 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give 
Her Father's Heart from her; call France; who ftirs? 
Call Burgundy — Cornwall, and Aibany, 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let Pride, which ſhe calls Plainneſs, marry her: 
I do inveſt you jointly with my Power, 
inence, and all the large Effects 
That troop with Majeſty. Our ſelf by monthly courfe 
With reſervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain d, ſhall our 


Make 
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Make with you by due turn, enly we ſhall retain 
The Name, and all th' addition to a King: the Sway, 
Revenue, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sons, be yours, which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as a King, 
Lov'd as my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, — 
And as my Patron thought on in my Prayers — 
Lear. The Bow is bent and drawn, make from the Shaſt. 
Ken :. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my Heart; be Rent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad; what wouldſt thou do, old Man? 
Think'ſt thou that Duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, . 
When Power to Flattery bows ? 
To Plainneſs Honour's bound, 
When Majeſty falls to Folly ; reſerve thy Scare, 
And in thy beſt conſideration, check 
This hideous raſhnefs; anſwer my Life, my judgm nut, 
Thy youngeſt Daughter Co's not love thee leaft, 
Nor are thoſe empty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
Reverb no hollowneſs. 
Lear. Kent, on thy Life no more. 
Kent, My Life | never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thine Enemies, ne'er to loſe it, 
Thy Safety being Motive. 
Lear. Out of my fight! 
Kent. See better. Lear, and let me ſtill remain 
The true Blank of thine Eye. 
Lear. Now by Apollo —— 
Kent. Now by Apollo; King, 
Thou ſweareſt thy Gods in vain. 
Lear. O Vaſſal! Miſcreant !---[ Laying his Hand on his Sword: 
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir, forbear. 
Kent. Kill thy Phyſician, and thy Fee beſtow 
Upon the foul Diſeaſe, revoke the Gift, 
Or whilſt I can vent clamour from my Throat, 
Il tell thee thou doſt evil. | 
Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine Allegiance hear me; 
That thou haſt ſought to make us break our Vows, * 


* 
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Which we durſt never yet; and with ſtrain d Pride, 
To come betwixt our Sentence and our Power, 
Which, nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 
Our Potency made good, rake thy Reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for Proviſion, 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the World, 
And on the fixth to turn thy hated Back 
Upen our Kingdom; if the tenth Day following, 
Thy baniſht Trunk be found in our Dominions, 
The Moment is thy Death, away. By Fupiter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd. 
Kent. Fare thee well, King. fith thus thou wilt appear, 
Freedom lives hence, and Baniſhment is here; 
The Gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, Maid, 
That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt ri wy faid; 
And your large Speeches may your Bee s approve, 
That good Eſſects may ſpring from Words of Love: 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 
He'll ſhape his old Courſe in a Country new. [ Exit. 
Euter Gloſter, with France and Burgundy, and Attendants 
Cor. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy, 
We firſt addreſs toward you, who, with this King, 
Hath rivall'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 
Will you require in preſent Dowre with her, 
Or ceaſe your Queſt of Love? 
a Bur. Moſt — J. 8 ; L 
crave no more w Highneſs offer” 
Nor will pow! tender leſs. OFT 
Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
When 4 dear to n her ſo, 
But now ber price is fall'n: Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
It ought within that little ſeeming Subſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours. 
Bury. I know no Anſwer. | j 
Lear. Will you with thoſe Infirmities ſhe owes, 
Uniriended, new adopted to our hate, 


Dowr'd 
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Dowr'd with our Curſe, and ftranger'd with our Oath, 
Take leave, or leave her? - 


Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir. - 

Election makes not up in ſuch Conditions. | 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir, for by the Power that made me, 

I tell you all her Wealth. For you, great King, 
I] would not from your Love make iuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate; therefore beſeech you 
 Teavert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a Wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t' acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is moſt ſtrange! 

That ſhe, who even but now, was your beſt Object, 
The Argument of your Praiſe, balm of your Age, 
The beſt, the deareſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmanile 
So many folds of Favour; ſure her Offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural : 
As Monſtrous is; or your fore-voucht Affection 
Could not fall into Taint; which to believe of her 
Muſt be a Faith, that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 
If for 1 want that olib and oily Art, 
To go and not, fince what I will intend, 
I'll do't before 1 ſpeak, that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulueſs, 
No unchaſte Action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, 
That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and Favour, 
1 for want of that, — ＋ am richer, 
Aſt citing Eye, and ſuch a Tongue, 
That 1 am e's ans not, though not to have it 
Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou 
Hadft not been born, than not thave pleas'd me better: 
a 2 os but * tardineſs 4. Nature, 

ich often leaves the Hiſtory u 

That it intends to do; my Lord _ 
What ſay you to the Lady? Love's not Love 


Whea it is mingled with regards, that ſtands 


Aloof 


„ 
—— 


- _ ® — *- — 
— — — — x4 — 4 
1 = : — = a "= 
: = CE 


14 King L E a4 R. 


Aloof from th' intire Point, will you have her? 
She is herſclf a Dowry. 2 
Bur. Royal King. 
Give but that Portion which your ſelf propos d, 
And here I take Cordelia by the Hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 
Lear. Nothing — I have Sworn, I am firm. 
Bur. | am ſorry then you have ſo loſt a Father, 
That you muſt loſe a Husband. 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that Reſpect and Fortunes are his Love, 
] ſha!l not be his Wife. 1 | 
Fra. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being \ 
Moft choice forſaken, and moſt lov d deſpis'd, 2:50 
Thee and thy Virtues here I ſeize upon, 
Be it lawful I take up what's caſt away. 
Gods, Gods! *Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ft neglect 
My Lore ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpect. 
Thy dowreleſs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 
Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 
Can buy this unpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind, 
Thou loſeſt here, a better where to find. 
Lear. Thou haſt her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no fuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That Face of hers again, therefore be gone 
Without our Grace, our Love cur Benizon: 
Come noble Burgamdy. [ Flowriſh, [ Exennt. 
Fra. Pid farewell to your Siſters. 
Cor. Ye Jewels of our Father, with waſh'd Eyes 
Cordelia leaves you: I know what you are, 
And like a Siſter am moſt loath to call 
Your faults as they are nam'd. Love well our Father:- 
To your E Boſoms I commit him, 
But yet alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better Place, 
So farewell te you both. 
Reg. Preſcribe not us our Duty. 
San. Let your Study 


Fee 


Be to content your Lord. who hath received you 
At Fortunes Alms; you have Obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Coy. Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers Faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. 
Fra. Come my fair Cordelia. ¶ Exeum France and Cor. 
Gon. Siſter, it is not little I have to ſay, 

Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 

I think our Father will go hence to Night. 

Reg. That's moft certain, and with you; next Month 
with us. 

Gon. You ſee how full of Changes his Age is, theobſer- 
vation we have made of it hath been little; he always lov'd 
our Siſter moſt, and with what poor Judgment he hath 
now caſt her off, a too too groſly. 

Reg. Tis the Infirmity of his Age; yet he hath ever 
but ſlenderly known himſelf. 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but 
raſh; then muſt we look from his Age, to receive not alone 
the Imperfections of long engrafied Condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardneſs, that infirm and cholerick 
Years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from him, 
9 0 be- 

Gon. There is Co © taking, 
tween France and him; pray you let us ſit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with ſuch Diſpoſition as he bears, 
this laſt furrender of his will but offend us. 

Neg. We ſhall further think of ir. 

Gon. We muſt do ſomething, and th' Heat. [ Exexms, 
Euter Baſtard with a Letter. 
Baſt. Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy Law 
My Services are bound; wherefore ſhould 1 
Stand in the Plague of Cuſtom, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations to deprive me, 
For that I am ſome twelve, or fourteen Meonſhines, 
of a Brother? Why Baſtard? wherefore baſe ? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 
My Mind 2s generous, and my Shape as true 
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As honeft Madam's Iſſue ? Why brand they thus 
With Baſe? with Baſeneſs? Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe ? 
Who in the luſty ſtealth of Nature, take 
More Compoſition, and fierce quality, 
Than doth, within a dull, tale, tired Bed, 
Go to th'creating a whole Tribe of Fops, 
Got tween a ſleep, and wake? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have your Land, 
Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmund, 
As to th'legitimate; fine Word —— legitimate 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 
And my Invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall to th'legitimate — I grow, 1 proſper; 
Now Gods, ſtand up for Baſtards. 

Emer Gloſter, 

Glo. Kent baniſh'd thus! and France in Choler parted! 
And the King gone to Night! Preſcrib'd his Power, 
Confin'd to Exhibition! All is gone 
Upon the Gad! Edmund, how now ? what News? 

Baſt. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. [ Putting up the Letter. 

Glo. Why ſo earneſtly ſeck you to put up that Letter? 

I know no News, my Lord. - 

Glo. What Paper were you reading ? 

Baſt. Nothing, my Lord. 

Glo. No! what needed then that terrible Diſpatch of it 
into your Pocket? the quality of nothing, hath not ſuch 
need to hid ir ſelf. Let's ſee; come, if it be nothing, I 
ſhall not need Spectacles. | 

Baſe. I beſeech you Sir, pardon me; it is a Letter from 
my Brother, that I have not all o'er-read; and for ſo much 
as] have perus d, I find it not fit for your G er- looking. 

Glo. Give me the Letter, Sir. | 

Baſt. I ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it; 

The Contents, as in part I underſtand them, 
Are to blame. | 

Glo. Let's oy, let's ſee. R 

Baſs. 1 or my Brother's Juſtification, he wrote 
this E wg + or tafte of 5 ON. 

Glo. reads. is Policy, and Reverence of Age, makes 
the World bitter to the beſt of our times; keeps our Fortunes from 
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us, till our oldne/s cannot reliſh them. I begin to find an idle 
and fond Bondage, in the oppreſſion of Aged Tyranny, which 
ſways, not as it hath Power. but as it is ſuffered. Come 10 
me, that of this I may ſpeak more. If our Father would ſleep 
"till I wak'd him, you d enjoy half his Revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your Brother. Edgar. Hum !---Con- 
ſpiracy! — Sleep till I wake him —— you ſhould enjoy 
half his Revenue —— my Son Edgar! had he a Hand to 
write this! A Heart and a Brain to breed it in! When 
came this to you? who brought it? 

Bas. It was not brought me, my Lord; there's the 
cunning of it, I found it thrown in at the Caſement of 
my Cloſet. 

Glo. You know the Character to be your Brother's ? 
Baſs. If the matter were good, my Lord, I durſt fwear 
it were his; but in reſpec of that, I would fain think it 
were nor, 

Glo. It is his. | 

Baft. It is his Hand, my Lord; 1 hope his Heart is not 
in the Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this Buſineſs? 

Baſt. Never, my Lord. But | have heard him oft main- 
tain ir to be fit, that Sons at perfect Age, and Fathers de- 
clin'd, the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, andthe 
Son manage his Revenue. | 

Glo. O Villain, Villain! bis inion'in the Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villain! unnatural, bru tiſh Villain! 
worſe than bruitiſh! Go, Sirrah, ſeek him; 11! apprehend 
him. Abeminable Villain! where is he? 

Baſt. I do not well know, my Lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend — Indignation againſt my Brother, till 
you can derive from him better Teſtimony of his lutent, 
you ſhould run a certain Courſe; where, if you violently 
proceed againſt him, miſtaking his Purpoſe, it would make 
a great gap in your Honour, and ſhake in pieces the Heart 
of his Obedience, I dare pawn down my Life for him, 
that he hath writ this to feel my Affection to your Ho- 


nour, and to no other pretence of Danger. 
Gi. Think you ſo? | 


Baſt, 
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Baſt. If your Honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you fhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
Aſſurance have your Satisfaction, and that without any 
further delay than this very Evening. 

Glo. He cannot be ſuch a Monſter. Edmund, ſeek him 
out; wind me into him, I pray you; frame the Buſineſs 
after your own Wiſdom. I would unſtate my {elf, to be 
in a due reſolution. 

Baff. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently ; convey the Buſineſs 
as 1 ſhall nd means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
* to us; though the Wiſdom of Nature can reaſon it 
thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelf ſcourg'd by the ſe- 
quent Effects. Love cools, Friendſhip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, Mutinies; in Countries, Diſcord; in 
Palaces, Treaſon; and the Bond crack d, twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the Prediction, 
tacre's Son againſt Father; the King falls from biaſs of Na- 
ture, there's Father againft Child. We have ſeen the beſt of 
our time. Machinations, hollowneſs, treachery, and all 
ruinous Diſorders follow us diſquietly to our Graves. Find 
cut this Villain, Edmund; it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it 
carefully ——and the noble and true-hearted Kent bani(h'd 


bis Offence, Honeſty. Tis ſtrange. [ Exit. 
Baſt. This is the excellent of the World, that 
when we are ſick in Fortune, o Surfeits of our own 


Behaviour, we make guil y of our Diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moen, and Stars; as if we were Villains on neceſſity, 
Fools by ;Heav'nly Compulſion, Knaves, Thieves, and 
Treachers by ical Predominance, Drunkards, Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an inforc'd Obedience of Planetary In- 
fluence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thruſting 
on. An admirable Evaſion of Whore-maſter-Man, to lay 
his Goatiſh Diſpoſition on the charge of a Star; My Father 
compounded with my Mother under the Dragon's Tail, 
and my Nativity was under Urſa Major, ſo that it follows, 
I am rough and lecherous. I ſhould have been that I am, 
had the Maidenlicſt Star in the Firmament twinkled on my 
Baſtardizing. | 


Enter 
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Enter Edgar. 
Pat! — he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Come- 
dy; my Cue is villainous Melancholy, with a Sigh like 
Tem © Bedlam O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe Di- 
viſions! Fa, Sol, La, Me . 2 
Edz. How now, Brother Edmusd, what ſerious Con- 
templation are you in? 
. Baſt. I am thinking, Brother, of a Prediction 1 read 
this other Day, what ſhould follow thefe Eclipſes. 
Tag. Do you buſie your ſelf with that? | 
Baft, I promiſe you the Eſſects he writes of, ſucceed 


unhappily. 
you my Father laſt? 


When faw 

Edg. The Night gone by. 

Baſ?. Spake you with him? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together, | | 

Baſt. Parted you in good Terms, found you no dif 
pleaſure in him by Word, nor Countenance ? 

Edg. None at all. | 

Baſt.” Bethink your ſelf wherein you have offended him: 
And at my entreaty forbear his Preſence, until ſome little 
time hath qualificd the Heat of bis Diſpleaſure; which at 
this inſtant fo rageth in him, that with the Miſchicf of 
your Perſon, it would ſcarcely allay. * . 

Edg. Some Villain hath done me wrong. 


there's my Key: If you do ſtir abroad, go arm d. 

Edg. Arm'd, ! | 

Baſt. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; I am no honeſt 
Man, if there be any Meaning toward you: | have 
told you what 1 have ſeen and heard; but faintly ; nothing 
like the Image and Horror of it; pray you away, 


Egg. Shall I hear from you anon? Exit, 
Baſt. I do ſerve you in this Buſineſs : 

A credulous Father, and a Brother noble, 

Whoſe Nature is fo far from doing harms, 

That he ſuſpects none; en whoſe feoliſh Honeſty - 
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My Practices ride eaſie: 1 ſee the Buſineſs. 
Let me, if not by Birth, have Lands by Wit, : 
All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [ Exit, 


SCENE Il. The Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward. 

Gon. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chiding 
of his Fool? 

Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Gon. By Day and Night he wrongs me; every Hour 
He flaſhes into one groſs Crime, or other, 
That ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it; 
His Knights grow rioteus, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every Trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am Sick. 
If you come ſlack of former Services, 
You ſhall do well, the fault of it I'll anſwer, 

Stew, He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary Negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your Fellows: Id have it come to queſtion: 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my Siſter, 
Whoſe Mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I have faid. 

Stew. Well, Madam. ; 

Gon, And let his Knights have colder Looks among you : 
What grows of it no matter, adviſe your Fellows ſo, III 
write Rraight to my Siſter to hold my Courſe: Prepare 
for Dinner. [ Excunt, 


| Enter Kent diſeuisd. 
Kent. If but as well I other Accents borrow, 
And can my Speech diſuſe, my good intent 
May carry thro” it ſelf to that full Iſſue 
For which I raz'd my Likeneſs. Now, baniſht Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn d, 
So may it come, thy Maſter whom thou loy'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of Labours. 
Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 
Lear, Let me not ſtay a jot tor Dianer, go get it ready: 
How nov, what art thou? 
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Tent. A Man, Sir. ; 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs ? What wouldſt thou with 
us? 

Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem; to ſerve 
him truly that will put me in traſt, to love him that is 
honeſt, to converſe with him that is wiſe, and fays little, 
to fear Judgment, to fight when I cannot chuſe, and to 
cat no Fiſh. 

Lear. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honeſt-hearted Fellow, and as poor asthe 


King. 

7 i If thou beeft as poor for a Subject, as he's for a 
King, thou art poor enough. What wouldſt thou? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom wouldf thou ſerye ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Doſt thou know me, Fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your Countenance, 
which I would fain call Maſter. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What Services canſt thou do? 

Kent. I can keep honeſt Counſels, ride, run, marr a cu- 
rious Tale in telling it, and deliver a plain - blunt- 
ly: That which ordi Men are fit for, I am qualified 
in, and the beſt of me, is Diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? | 

Kent. Not ſo young, Sir, to love a Woman for ſinging, 
nor ſo old to doat on her for any thing. I have Years on 
my Back forty cight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me; if I like thee 

no worſe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Din- 

ner ho, Dinner----where's my Knave? my Fool? go you and 

call my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where's my Daughter? 
Enter Steward. 

Stew. So pleaſe JOUR ——— [ Exit, 

Lear. What ſays the Fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
back: Where's my Fool? Ho?——I think the World's 
aſleep, how now? where's that Mungrel ? 

Knight. He ſays, my rr 
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Lear. Why came not the Slave back to me when 1 


call' him? 

Knight. Sir, he anſwered in the roundeſt manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not? . 

Keight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
to my Judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd with 
that 5 as you were wont; there's a 

t abatement of kindneis a as well in the 
ral Dependants us in the Dake hinfalf allo — 
Daughter 
| Ihe. Ha! 1. —.— ſo? 

Knight. 1 h you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miſtaken; for my Duty cannot be "Deas when I think 
your Highneſs is wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of my own Concepti- 

on. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint Neg of late, which 
11 have rather blamed as my own jealous Curioſity, than as 
a very pretence and rpoſe of Unkindneſs; I will look 


into t; but where's my Fool? I have not ſeen him 
this > Days. 
Knight. Since my — into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath m_ 


Lear. No more 6 - =_ 1 it well; go you 
and tell my ter, I would ſpeak with her. Go you 
call hither my — — didker the 


who am I Sir? 
Enter Steward. 
Stew. My Lady's Father. <2 
Lear. My Lady's Father? m Lord's Kna d 
ſen Dog, you dive, you 4 * 
Stew. en my Lord; 
I beſeech your Pardon. 
Lear. Do you bandy Looks with me, you Raſcal? 


[Striking him. 
Stew. I'll not be ſtrucken, my Lord; 
Kent. Not tript neither, De | 
Lear. I thank thee, Fellow. l 7 


Thon ſery ſt me, and I'll love thee, 


Kant. 
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/ Kerf., Come, Sir, ariſe, away, I'll teach you Differences : 
Away, away, if you w;ll meaſure your Lubbers 
again, tarry ; but away, go to; have you Wiſdom, fo, 

Lear. Now my friendly Knave 1 thank thee, there's 
earneſt of thy Service. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb. 

[ Giving his Cap. 

Lear. How now my yoony Knave? how doſt thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, my Boy? 

Fool. Why? for taking one's Part that is out of Favour; 
nay, and thou canſt not ſmile as the Wind fits, thou'lt catch 
cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcomb; why, this Fellow 
has baniſh'd two on's Daughters, and did the third a Bleſſing 
againſt his Will; if thou follow him, thou muſt needs wear 
my Coxcomb. How now Nuncle? would 1 had two 
Coxcombs, and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why, my Boy? 

Fool. If I give them all my Living, Vil keep my Cox- 
comb my ſelt; there's mine, fon another of thy Daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a Dog muſt to kennel, he muſt be whip'd 
out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by th Fire and ſtink. 

Tear. A peſtilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a Speech. [To Kent; 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it, Nuncle; 

Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 

Lend leſs than thou eweft, 

Ride more than thou 

Learn more than thou troweſt, 

Set leſs than thou throweſt: 

Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 

And thou ſhalt have more 

Than two tens to a ſcore. 
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Fool. Then it is like the Breath of an unfee'd Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for't; can you make no uſe of no- 
thing, Nuncle? 

Lear. Why no, Boy, 

Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Fool. Prithee tell him, ſo much the Rent of his Land 
comes to, he will not believe a Fool. [To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter Fool 

' Fool. Doſt thou know the Diſſerence, my Boy, between 
a bitter Fool and a ſweet one? 

Lear. No Lad: teach me. 

Fool. Nuncle, give me an Egg, and I'll give thee two 
Crowns. 

Lear. What two Crowns ſha!! they be? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the Egg i'th' middle, and 
eat up the Meat, the two Crowns of the Egg: When thou 
cloveſt thy Crown ich- middle, and gav ſt away both Parts, 
thou bor'k thine Aſs on thy Back o'er the Dirt; thou hadſt 
little Wit in thy bald Crown, when thou gav'ſt ay 6-5 was 
one away: If I ſpeak like my ſelf in this, let him be whipt 
that firſt finds it ſo. 


| Fools had ne er leſs Grace in a Year, [Sioging. 
For Wiſemen are grown foppiſh, 
And know not how their its to wear, | 
Their Manners are ſo atiſh. , 


Lear. When were you wont to be ſo full of Songs, 
Sirrah? 

Fool. I have uſed it Nuncle, e er fince thou mad'ſt thy 
Daughters thy Mothers; for when thou gav'ſt them the 
Red, and put ſt down thine own Breeches, then they 
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at ſuch a ſhould 
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Prithee Nuncle keep a School- Maſter that teach 
l — * 


Tear. And you lie, Sirrah, we'll have you whipt. * 
F 
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Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are: 
they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thcu'lt have me 
whipt for Laing, con ſometimes I am whipr for ho!di 
my Peace. I rather be any kind & thing than « Fook 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou haft pared 
thy Wit o both fides, and left nothing i th middle; here 


comes one o the 
Euter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, Daughter? what makes that Frontlet 
en? You are too much of late th frown, 

Fool. Thou waft a pretty Fellow when thou hadſt no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a Figure; 1 am better than thou art now, I am Fool, 
thou art nothing. Yes forſooth I will hold my Tongue, 
ſo your Face bids me, tho you fay nothing, | 


Mum, Mum, be that keeys nor Cruſt, nor Crum, (Singing. 
Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. 0 H 2 5 
That's a ſheal'd Peſcod. | | 
Gon. Not only, Sir, this, all-licenc'd Fool, 
bo 
Do hour 6 ing f 
In rank. & not to be endured Riots Sir. - 2 iy 
I had thought by making this well known unto u. 
To have found a fafe Redreſs; but now grow fearful 
By what your ſelf too late haye ff wh phy * 
That you protect this courſe, put it on 8 
By your Allowance; which if you ſhould, the Fault | 
Would not ſcape Cenſure, nor the Redreſſes 
ele * 1. A 8 Weal, 
ight in their Worki that Off 
( W A then neceſſity 
og ding. 40 
Fool. For know, Nundcle, Hedge-ſparrow fed 
the Cackoo fo long, that it had its Head bit off by it's 
young; ſoout weat the Candle, and we were left 


Lear. Are you our Daughter? 

Gon. [ would you make uſe of your good Wiſdom, 
—— away 

B you 


Whereof I know you are fraught, 


Theſe Diſpefitions, which of 
Vor. VII. 


From 
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From what you rightly are. | 

Fool. = an Als know when the Cart draws the 
Horſe? Whoop ſug I love thee. 

Lear. Does any know me? This is not Lear: 
Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, bis Diſcernings 
Are Lethargied — Ha! waking! ——*Tis not ſo; 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

Fool, Lear's Shadow. 

Lear. Your Name, fair Gentlewoman? —— 

Gon. This Admiration, Sir, is much o'th* favour 
Of other your new Pranks. I do beſcech you 
To underſtand my Purpoſes aright : 

You, as you are Old and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men ſo diſorder d, fo debauch'd, and bold, 

That this our Court, infected with their 

Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicuriſm and Luft 
Make it more like a Tavern or a Brothel, 

Than a grac'd Palace. The Shame it ſelf doth ſpeak 
For inſtant Remedy. Be then delir'd, 
By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 

A little to diſquantity your Train; 

And the Remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 

To be ſuch Men as may beſort your Age, 

Which know themſelves, and you. 

Lear. Darkneſs and Devils! 

Saddle my Horſes, call my Train together 
Degenerate Baſtard! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yer have 1 * a 1 ; * 

Gon. You ſtrike my e, an iſoꝛ der'd Rabb'e 
Make Servants of their Betters. hag 

Enter Albany. 
8 Lear. woot On = late repents —— 

s it your Will, ſpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horſes---- [To Alt. 
Ingratirude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, * 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Ch id, 

Than the Sea-monſler. 
Ald, Pray, Sir, be patient. 
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Lear. Deteſted Kite! thou lieſt. TToGoacril, 

My Train are Men of choice and rareſt Parts, | 

That all particulars of Duty know, 

And in the moſt exact regard, ſupport 

The worſhips of their Names. O moſt ſmall Fault! 

Hew ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 

Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Narure 


From the fixt Place; drew from my Heart all Love, 


And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! | 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, [Striking bis Head. 
And thy dear Judgment out. Go, go, my People. 

Als. My Lord, I am guiltleſs, as 1 am ignorant 


Of what hath moved you. 


Lear. It may be ſo, my Lord —— 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddeſs, hear! 
Suſpend thy Purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 
To make this Creature fruitful: 
Into her Womb convey Sterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of Increaſe, 
And from her derogate Body, never ſpring 
A Bahe to honour her. If ſhe muſt reem, 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart, diſnatur'd Torment to her; 
Let it ſtamp Wrinkles in her Brow of Youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mother's Pains and Benefits 
To Laughter and Contempt; that ſhe may feel, 
How ſharper than a t's Tooth it is, 
To have a thankleſs Child. Away, away —— [Exit. 

Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 
Whereof comes this ? 

Gon. Never afflict your ſelf to know of it: 
But ler his Diſpoſition have that Scope 
As Dotage gives it. 

Enter Lear 


Lear. What, fifty of my Followers at 
Within a Fortai - Peder a cap? 


Alb. What's the matter, Sir? 
Lear. |! tell thee — Life and Death, I am afhani'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my Manhood thus, 
B 2 == ©... 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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That theſe hot Tears, which break from me perforce, 


| Should make thee worth them-----Blaſts and Fegsupon thee ; 


Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce every Senſe about thee. Old fond Eyes, 
Beweep her once again, Il] pluck ye out, 

And caft you with the Waters that you loſe 


To temper Clay. Ha! Let it be fo —— 


I have another Daughter, 

Who I am ſure is kind and comfortable; 

When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her Nails 

She'll flea thy wolviſh Viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 

That I'll reſume the Shape which thou doſt think 

I have caft off for ever. [Ex, Lear and Attendants, 
Gon. Do you mark that ? 
Alb, 1 cannot be ſo partial, Gonerill, 

To the great Love I bear you. 
Gon. Pray you be content. What Oßwald, ho! 

You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Maſter, 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, 

Tarry, take the Fool with thee : 

A Fox, when one has caught her, 

And ſuch a Daughter, 

Should ſure to the Slaughter, 

If my Cap would buy a Halter, 

So the Fool follows after. [ Exit. 
Gon. _ Man hath had good Counſel,-----a hundred 

Knights! 

"Tis 2 and fafe to let him keep 

At pr a hundred Knights; yes, that on every Dream, 

Each Buz, each Fancy, each Complaint, Diſlike, 

He may cuguard his Dotage with their Powers, 

And hold our Lives in Mercy. Oſwald, 1 fay. 
Alb Weil you may fear too far; 
Gon. aufer than truſt too far; 

Let me ſill ak- away the harms I fear, 

Not icar tutto e taker. I know his Heart; 

What he h. utter d. | have writ my Siſter ; 

It en Latl in «(1+ and his hundred Knights, 

When Ina, licw'd h wnutoels------ 
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Enter Steward. 
How now, Ofwald? 
What, have you writ that Letter to my Siſter ? 
Stew. Ay, Madam. 
Gon, Take you ſome Com . and away to Horte, 
Inform her fal of my — , 
And thereto add ſuch Reaſons of your own 
As may compact it more. Get you gone, 
And haſten your Return. No, no, my Lord, 
[Exit Steward. 
This milky Gemleneſs, and courſe of yours, 
Though I condemn not, yet under Pardon 
You are much more at Task for want of Wiſdom, - 
Than prais'd for harmleſs Mildneſs. 
Alb. How far your Eyes may ng I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 
Gon. Nay then —— 
Alb, Well, well, th' Event. [Exenns. 
Enter Lear. Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 
Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe Letters; ac- 
uaint my Daughter no further wich any thing you know, 
comes fiom her demand out of 2 Letter; if your 
Diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you. 
Kent. I will not fleep, my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. [Exis. 
Fool. If a Man's Brains were in his Heels, wer't not in 
danger of Kibes? 
Fol '. A. be thy wit ſhall 
F. I , it not 
Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 
Fool. * ſee thy other 


Daughter will uſe thee 
ſhe's as like this, as a Crab's like an 
I can tell what I can tell. 
Lear, What canſt tell, Boy ? 

Fool, She will taſte as like this, as a Crab do's to a 
Crab; canſt thou tell v/hy ones Noſe ſtands i'th* middle 
on's Face? 
Lear. No, 


for 


= 
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Shall not be a Maid long, unleſt things be cur ſhorter. 
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Fool, Why, to keep ones Eyes of either fide one's Noſe; 
that what a Man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 

Lear. I did her Wrong. 

Fool. Canſt tell how an Oyſter makes his Shell? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snail has 2 
Houſe. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why to put's Head in, not to give it away to his 
Daughters, and leave his Horns without a Caſe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father! Be 
my Horſes ready? 

Fool. Thy Aſſes are gone about em; the Reaſon why 
the ſcven Stars are no more than ſeven, is a pretty Rea- 
jon. | 

Lear. Becauſe they are not eight. 

Fool. Yes indeed; thou wouldſt make a good Fool. 
1 To take t again perforce—— Monſter ingrati- 

| 

Fool, If you were my Foal, Nuncle, I'd have thee beat- 


en for being old before thy time. 


Lear. How's that? 
Fool. Thou ſhouldſt not have been Old, till thou hadſt 
been Wiſe. ; ' 


Tear. O let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet Heav'n ! 


keep me in temper, I would not be mad. How now, 
are the Horſes ready? 
Gent. Ready, my Lorl. 
Lear. Come, Buy. | 
Fool. She that's a Maid now, and laughs at my Departure, 


[Exernt. 
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A CT H. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Caftle belonging to the Earl 
of Gloſter. 


Enter Baſtard, and Curan, ſeverally. 
=—_ AVE thee, Curan. 
Cur. And you, Sir, I have been 
With your Father, and given him Notice 
That the Duke of Cornwall, and Regan his Dutcheſs 
Will be here with him this Night. 

Baſt. How comes that? 

Cur. Nay I know not; you have heard of the News 
abroad. I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kiſſing Arguments. 

Baſt. Not I; pray you what are they? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 

*Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 
Baſt. Not a Word. 
- Cur. You may do then in time. | 
Fare you well, Sir, Q 
Baſt. The Duke be here to Night! the better, 
This weayes it ſelf per force into my Buſineſs. 
My Father hath ſet Guard to take my Brother, 
And 1 have one thing of a 
Which 1 muſt act; . vetune work, 
Brother, a Word, deſcend, Brother," I Gay, 
My Father watches; O Sir, fly this place, | 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
You have now the good Advantage of the Night 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall t 
He's coming hither, now 1'th' Night, ith' haſte, | 
And Regan with him; have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his Party 'gainit the Duke of Albany? 
Adviſe your ſelf. 
Edg, | am ſure on t, not a Word, 
2 
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Baſt. J hear my Father coming. Pardon me — 
In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you ——- 
Draw, ſeem to defend your ſelf. - 

Now quit you well 
Yield — come before my Father — light hoa, here. 
Fly, Brother ——Torches! -— fo farewel [Exit Edg. 
Some Blood drawn on me would beget Opinion 
[Words his Arm. 

Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſeen Drunkards 
Do more than this in Sport; Father! Father! | 
Stop, ſtop, no help? | 

Enter Gloſter, and Servants with Torches. 

Glo. Now Edmund, where's the Villain? 

Baſt. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp Sword our, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Mcon 
To ſtand his auſpicious Miſtreſs. 

Glo. But where is he? 

Baſt. L ook, Sir, | bleed. 5 

Glo. Where is the Villain, Edmund? 

Baſt. Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he could 

Glo. Purſue him, ho! go aſter. By no means, what? 

Baſt. Perſwade me to the M of your Lordſhip; 
But that I told him the revenging | 
*Gainſt Parricides did all the Thunder bend, 

Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to th' Father. Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how lothly eppofite I ſtood 
To his uanatural Purpe — fell 3 
With his ay oh of. „be charges home 
My unprovided Boqy, funche mine Arm; 
And ma ws he aw my beſt alarmed Spirits, 
Bold in the Qurrels rigt, rou d to th' encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the Noiſe 1 made, 
Full ſuddenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him fly far; 
Not in this Land he remain uncaught 
And found; Diſpatch, the Noble Duke, my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron, comes to Night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerye our Thanks, 


Fring 


King LEA xX. 33 
Bringing the murtherous Coward to the Stake: 
He that conceals him, Death. ; v; 
Baſt. When I difſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt Speech 
I threatned to difcover him; he replied, 
Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou think, 
If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the 
Of any Truſt, Virtue, or Worth in thee 
Make bs words — cies 9 < by =_ I ſhould deny, 
(As this I would, alth ou didft produce 
My very Character) I'd turn it all 
To thy Suggeſtion, Plot, and damned Practice; 
And t muſt make a dullard of the World, 
If they not thought the Profits 1 my Death 
Were v t and ial Spirits 
To make thee tek: it. OO [Trum es within. 
Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villain! | 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he ? 
Hark, the Duke's Trumpets! I know not why he comes--- 
All Ports I'll bar, the Villain ſhall not ſcape, 
The Duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his Picture 
I will ſend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have due Note of him; and of my Land, 
(Loyal and natural Boy) I'll work the Means 
To make thee capable. 
Enter Cornwall, Regan. and Attendants. | 
Corn. How now, my noble Friend? ſince I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard 
Reg. If it be true, all V comes too ſhort 
Which can purſue th' Offender; how does my Lord? 
Glo, O Madam, my old Heart is crack d, it's crack d. 
Reg. What, did my Father's Codſon ſeek your Life? 
He whom my Father nam d, your Edgae ? 
Glo, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not Companion with the riotous Knights 


lo. I know not, Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Reg. No marve) then, * n 
Bs To 


That tended upon my Father? 
G 
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To have th'expence and waſte of Revennes : 
I have this preſent Evening from my Siſter 
Been well inform d of them, and with ſuch Cautions,.. 


That if come to ſojourn at Houſe, 
Il not be Gee. _> 


Corn. Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan; 
Edmund, L hear that you hege Down your Father 
A Child-like Office. 
Baſt. It is my Duty, Sir 
Glo. He did bewray his Pradtice, and receiv'd 


This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he purſued? 1 


Glo. Ay, 4 good Lord. 
k 


Corn. if be be taken, he ſhall never more 
te of doing harm: make. your own 

w ig my af rnd Fe as for you 
Whoſe Virtu doth this Inſtant 


So much — it Vie foo ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need: 
You we firſt ſeize on. 
Baſt; 1 ſhall ſerve you, Sir, truly, however cle. 

Gls. For him | thank your Grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to viſit you 
Thus out of ſeaſon, t dark-ey'd Night? 

Reg. Occaſ.ons, noble Gloſter, of ſome prize, 
Whercia wee fauſt have uſe of Advice — 

ml reve aps 


Your needful — to our —— 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 
Glo. I ſerve you, Madam, 


Sour 2 welcome. Treunc. 
Stem. Good davrning to thee, Friend, art of this Houſe ? 


Vent. Ay. 
ae», Where.coay we fet gur Harks + 


E. 


uſe ? 


Anu. 
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Kent. T'th'Mire: 

Stem. Prithee if thou lowſt me tell me. 

Kent, I love thee not. 

Stew. Why then J care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make 
thee 2 care for me. 

Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for? 

Kent. A Knave, a Raſcal, an eater of broken Meats, a 
baſs, proud, ſhallow, beggar ly,three-ſuited, hundred pound, 
filthy Wooeſed-ftocki g Knare, a Lilly-livered, | ction- 
— whorſon 9 ſuper-ſcrviceable finical 
Rogue, one- Trunk-inheridog 9 ve; 4 — wouldſt be a 
Bawd in way of good Service, and art nothing but the 

compoſition: of a, Knaye, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Mungril Bi ich; one whom 1 will 
beat into. clamorous whining, if thou deny 'I the leaſt Syl- 
lable of thy Addition. 

Stew. Why what a monſtrous Fellow art thou, thus 
— that is neither known of thee, nor knows 

? 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knoweſt me? Is it two Days fince I tript up thy Heels, 
and beat thee before- the King? Draw you Rogue, for 
though it be Night, yet the Moon ſhines; IN make a Sop 
o'th* Moonſhine of you, you whorſon Culleinl Barber- 
monger, draw. . [Drawing his Sword. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent, Dravy, you -— mg W with * * 


the King, and _ Vanity the ah, des 
Royalty of her Father; draw you or vi ſo a 
bonado your Shanks — draw, you Raſa, come * 
Ways. 
Stew. Help, bel Murtber! help! — 
Kent. Strike you Slave; ſtand, Rogue, ſtand you neat 
Slave, ſtrike. [Being him. 
Stew. Help ho! Murtber! Murther 
Enter Baſtard, Cornwal, Regan, Gloſter, " and Servants. 
"__ How, now, what's the Matter? Fart 


. ² ——— Bs. 
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Kent. With man Boy, if come, 
In fleſh ye, — A Maſter. * * 

Glo. Weapons? Arms? What's the Matter here? 

Corn, Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that ſtrikes 
ag _—— Matter? ie „ 

eg. The Meſſengers from our King? 

Corn, What is your difference ? ſpeak. 

Stew, I am ſcarce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel you have ſo beſtir'd your Valour, you 
cowardly Raſcal, Nature diſclaims all ſhare in thee: A 
Tailor made thee. 

Corn. Thou art a ſtrange Fellow, a Tailor make a Man? 

Kent, A Tailor, Sir? a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him ſo ill, tho they had been but two 


Years o'th' Nw... * 

Corn Speak yet. Uarre 

Stew. The —＋ — 87 Life I have ſpar d 
at ſute of his gra 


Kent Then fon Za. e Letter! my 
Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted 
Villain into Mortar, and daub the Wall of a Jakes with him. 
Spare my gray Beard, you — | 

Corn. Peace, Sirrah! 

You beaſtly Knave, know you no Reyerence? 

Kent. Yes, Sir. E 
Corn. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That ſuch a Slave as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears no Honeſty: Such ſmiling Rogues as theſe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy Cords a-twain, 
Which art t'intrince, t (2 Br Smooth every Paſſioa 
That in the Natures of their Lords rebel, 
Being Oil to Fire, Snow tothcir colder Moods, 
Renege, afficm, and turn their Halcyon Beaks, 
With every gale, and vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing nought, like Dogs, but following: | 
A plague upon your Epileptick Viſage. 
Smile you my — I were a Fool? 
Gooſe, if I had nSarum Plain, 
I'd drive ye cac ome to Camelot. 

Corn. What art mad, old Fellow ? 

Glo, How fell you out, fay that? 
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Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Than I, and fuch a Knarre. | | | 
Corn. Why doſt thou call him Knave? What is his Fault? 
Rent. His Countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain, 
*] have ſeen better Faces in my time, | 
Than ſtands on any Shoulder that 1 fee 
Before me, at this Inftant, 

Corn. This is fome Fellow. 

Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 

A ſawcy rough and conſtrains the garb 

Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 

An honeſt Mind, and plain, and he muſt ſpeak truth, 

And they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain. 

Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainneſa, 

Harbour more Craft, and more corrupter Ends, 

Then twenty filly ducking Obſervants, 

That ſtretch their Duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in verity, 

Under th' allowance of your great Aſpect, 

Whoſe Influence like the wreath of radiant Fire, 

Or flicking Phabus front —— 

Corn. What mean'ft by this? 

Kent. To go out of my Diale&, which you diſcommend 
ſo much; I know, Sir, Iam no Flatterer; he that beguil'd 
you DN Accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 
part 1 will not be, though I ſhould win your Diſpleaſure 
to intreat me tot. "pb 

Corn. What was th Offence you gave him? 

Stew. I never gave him any: 

It pleas'd the King- his Mafter, very lately, 

To ſtrike at me upon his Miſconſtruction, 

When he compact, and flattering his Diſpleaſure, 

my me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 

A 

That 


* 


„ 


put him ſuch a deal of Man, 
ied him, got praiſes of the Ki 
For him attempting, who was ſelf- ſubdu d, 
And in the fleſhment of this dead Exploit, 
Drew on me here agai 


Kent, None of bels Rogues, and Cowards, 


| 
| 
| 
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That he's ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger, 


Thou out of Heav'ns Benediction com iſt 
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But Ajax is their Fool. 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ſtubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart,, 
We'll reach you. 
** Sir, I am too old to learn: 
8 or your Stocks for me, 1 ſrve the King; 
t I was ſent to you. 
On whole 1 all Refpe ſpects, ne too bold Malice: 
Seer the Grace and Perſon of ta Maſter, 

Stocking his Me 
Corn, Fetch forth the Stocks; 

As 1 have Life and Honour, there ſhall he fit till Noan.” 
Reg. Till Noon! *till Night my Lord, and all Night too. 
Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Father's Dog 

Toy hull Op L will, [Socks bent 

Sir, bein Knave, ont. 
— This is a Fellow of the ſelf-ſame Colour 

Our Siſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, not to do ſo; 

The King his Maſter needs muſt take it ill, 


To have him thus reſtrained. 
Corn, IIl anſwer that. [Kent is put in the Stocks, 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe, 
70 ln have her Gentleman abus d. aſſaulted. 
Corn, Come, my Lord, away. [Exit. 
* Glo. I am ſorry for thee, Friend; is the Duke's pleaſure 
Whoſe Diſpoſition all the World well knows 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopt. Ill intreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray do not, Sir. I have watch d and travell'd hard, 
Some time L dal ſleep out, the reſt Ill whiſtle : 
A good Man's fortune may grow out at Heels; 
Give you good Morrow. 
Glo, The Duke's to blame in this, *twill be ill taken. Exit 
Kent. Good King, that muſt approve the commen. _ 


To warm the Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beams I may 

Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almolt ſees Miracles * 


: 
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But Miſery. I know tis from Cordelis, 
Who hath moſt fortunately been inform d 
Of my obſcured courſe. I ſhal! find time 
For this enormous State, and ſeek to give 
Loſſes their Remedies. All weary and Oer · watch d, 
Take vantage heayy Eyes, not to behold = 
This ſhameful Lodging. Fortune, good W 
Smile once more, turn thy Wheel. He ſlee pa. 
Euter Edgar. 

Edg. I have heard my ſelf 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no 2 
That Guard, and moſt unuſual Vigi 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may aps 
I will preſerve "af: = am bethoughr 
To take the 3 — — * 
That ever Penury in contem _— 
Brought near to Beaſt: My II grime with filth,. 
Blanket my Loins, put all my Hair in knots, - 
And with preſented Nakednel out-face 
The Winds, and perfecutions of the Sky. 
The Country gives me proof and ent 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who with roaring Voices 
Strike in their numm id and mortified Arms 
Pins, woeden Pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Roſemary ; 
And with this horrible Object, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheep-coats, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, ro hw moon with Prayers, 
Inforce their Charity; Peor Turlygod, poor Tom, 
That's ſomething yer: Edgar TI nothing am. [Exit 

_— — 2 Gent 

Lear. ſtrange ſhould ſo d from home, 
And not ſend back my Meſſenger. * 

Gent. As I learm d, 
The dukt beforo there was no r them 
Of this Remove. . 
Kent, Mail to thee, noble Maſter. 
Lear. Ha, mak it thou this Shame thy Paſtime? 
Kent, No, my Lord. 
Feol, Ha, ha, he wears n Horſes are * 


by 
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by the Heads, Dogs and Rears by th' Neck, Monkeys by 
the Loins, and Men byth' Legs; when a Man is over-luſty 
at Legs, then he wears wooden nether Stocks. 

Lear. What's he, that hath fo much thy Piace miſtook, 
To ſet thee here? 0 | | 
Kent. It is both he and ſhe, 
Your Son and Daughter. 
Lear. No. | 


Kent. Yes. 
Lear. No, I fay. 
Kent. I ſay, yea. | 
Lear. By Fupiter, I ſwear no. 
Kent, By Juno, I ſwear ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't. 
They could not, would not do't; tis worſe than Murther, 
To do upon reſpect ſuch violent Outrage: 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou might'ſ deſerve, or they impoſe this Ulage, 
Coming from us? a 
Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 
Ere 1 was riſen from the Place, that ſhew ed 
My Duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poſt, 
.Stew'd in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his Miſtreſs, Salutation ; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of Intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read; on thoſe Contents 
They ſum mon d up their meiny, ſtraight took Horſe, 
Commanded me to follow and a 
The leiſure of their Anſwer, gave mecold Looks, 
And meeting here the other Meſſenger, - _ 
W hoſe welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 
Being the ver Fe wine of late 
Diſplay'd ſo ſawcily againſt your Highneſe, | 
Having more Man than Wit about = drew; 
He rais d _ Houſe revatio yr coward Cries : 
Your Son Daughter this Treſpaſs worth 
The Shame which here it ſuffers. | 
Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild Geeſeſly that way, 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, 
Bye 


King LIAX. 41 


But Fathers that bear Bags, ſhall ſee their Children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant Whore, ne er turns the Key to th Poor. 
But for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a Year. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwells up toward my Heart! 
Hyſterica paſſio, down thou climbing Sorrow, 

Thy Element's below; where is this Daughter? 

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not, ſtay here. [Exir, 

Gen. Made you no more Offence, 

But what you ſpeak of? 

Kent. None; 

How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a Number? 

Fool. And thou hadſt been ſet i th Stocks for that Que- 
tion, thou'dſt well deſcrv'd it. 

Kent, Why, Fool? 

Fool. We'll ſet thee to School, to an Ant, to teach thee 
there's no labouring i' th Winter. All that follow their 
Noſes, are led by their Eyes, but blind Men; and there 
not a Noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtink - 
. hold, when a great Wheel runs down 
a Hill, leſt it break thy Neck with following; but the 
great one that goes upward, let him draw thee after. 
When a wile ives thee better Counſel, give me 
mine again; I have none but Knaves follow it, 
fince a Feol gives it. | 
That Sir, which ſerves and ſeeks for Gain, 

— 23 for Form; 
Wi when it begins to Rain, 
And — thee in a Serm: 
And 1 will tarry, the Fool will ſtay, 
And let the wiſe Man fly: ; 
The Knave turns Fool that runs away, 
The Fool no Knave perdy. 
Enter Lear and Gloſter, 

Kent, Where learn'd you this, Fool? 

Fool. Not i th' Stocks, Fool. 

Lear. oy Gs ſpeak with me? they are fick, they are 

weary | 
They have travell'd all the Night? meer fetches, ha 


To take the indiſpos d and fickly fit, 
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The Images of revolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better 1 
Glo. My dear Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How uaremoveable and fixt he is 

In his own courſe. 

Tear. Vengeance! Plague! Death! Confuſion! ——- 

Fiery? what quality? why Gloſter Gloſter, 

1d fveak with the Duke of Cornwall, and his Wife. 
Glo, Well, my good Lord, I have inform'd them fo. 
Lear. Inform'd them? doſt thou underſtand- me, Man? 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord. _. Father 
Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear 

Would with his Daughter ſpeak, Commands, tends Service, 

Are they inform'd ot this? My Breath and Blood ! — 

Fiery? the fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that 

No, but not yer, may be he is not well, 

Inirmity doth ſt l neglect all Office, 

Whereto our Health is hound; we are not our ſelves, 

When Nature being o „commands the Mind 

To ſuffer with the Body; FIl forbear, 

And am fallin out with my more headier Will, 


For the ſound Man; Death on my State; wherefore 
Should he fit here?” This Act perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only; give me my Servant forth; 
Go, tell the Duke and's Wife, I'd fpeak with them: 
Now preſently — Bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber Door I'll beat the Drum, 
Till it cry Sleep to Death. 
Glo. 1 would have all well betwixt you. Erie. 
Lear. Oh me, my Heart! my riſing Heart! but down. 
Fool. Cry to it, Nuncle, as did to the Eels, 
when he put them ith" Paſte alive, he knapt em o th 
Coxcombs with a Stick, and cry d, down wantons, down; 
tw¾as his Brother, that in pure Kindneſs to his Horſe but- 
tered his Hay. | 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, and Servants. 
Lear, Good Morrow to you both. 


Corn. 
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Corn. Hail to your Grace. 3 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your Hi 
Lear. Regan, I think you are, I — what reaſon 
have to think ſo; if thou ſhouldſt not be glad, 
1 would divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, 
S-pulchring an Adultereſs. O, are you free? [Tv Kent. 
Same other time for that. Beloved Regan, | 
Thy Siſter's naught : Oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a Vulture here; 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
With how depray'd a quality— Ob Regan! —— 

Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have hope 
You leſs know how to value her Deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her Duty. 

Lear. Say? How is that? 

Reg. I cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance 
She have reſtrain d the Riots of your Followers, 
'Tis on ſuch Ground, and to ſack wheloſom end, 
As clears her from all blame. | 

Lear. My Curſes on her. 
Reg. © Sir, you are old. 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge - - 
Of her conline; you ſhould be ruP'd and led 
- cy diſcretion, 11 oe: your State 
tter than you erefore I 
That to our Siſter you do make eee 
Say you have wrong d her. 
Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the Houſe ? 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 
is unn : On my Knees 1 
5 — ife me _ Bed, and y Tricks: 
ir, no more are T 
Return you to my 1 unſightly 
Lear. Never, Regan 
_ . re me of half m my Thain 
; me, - fog me 25 Thoges 
Moſt Serpent-like, upon the very Heart. * 
All the ſtor d Vengeance: of Hear'n fall 
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On her ingrateful top: Strike her young Bones, 
You taking Airs, with Lameneſs. | 
Corn, Fie, Sir! fie! IS 
Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her ſcornful Eyes: Infe& her Beauty, 
You Fen-ſuck'd Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fall, and bliſter. 
Reg. © the bleſt Gods! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my Curſe: 
Thy tender-hearted Nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs; Her Eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. Tis not in thee | 
To grudge my Pleaſures, to cut off my Train, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And in conclulior, to oppoſe the bolt 
inſt my coming in. Thou better know ſt 
Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 


- — 
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Allow Obedience; if you your ſelves are old, | 
Make it your cauſe: 'Send down and take my part. 

Art not aſham d to look upon this Beard? | 
O Regan, will you take ker by the Hand? 
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Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir? How have I offended? 
All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 
And Dotage terms ſo. 

Lear. O Sides, you are too tough! Will you yet hold? 
How came my Man ith" Stocks? 2 

Corn. I ſet him there, Sir: But his own Diſorders 
Deſerv'd much leſs advancement. 

Lear. You? Did you? 

Reg. 1 pray you, father, being weak, ſeem ſo: 
If, till the expiration of your Month, 
You will return and ſojourn with my Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your Train, come then to me, 
I am now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her? and fifty Men diſmiſs d? 
No, rather I abjure all Roofs, and chuſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o'th' Air, 
To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceflity's ſharp pinch — Return with her? 
Why? The hot- y'd France, that Dowerleſs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like Penſion beg, 
To keep baſe Life a-foot; return with her ? 
Perſwade me rather to be Slave and Sumpter 
To this deteſted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. 
Leay. I prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble theg, my Child. Farewell: 
wu no er meet, Ly ſee one another, 

t yet thou art m my Blood, my Daughter, 
Or * a Diſeaſe that's in thy fleſh, : 
Which I muſt needs call mine; Thou art a Bile, 
A Plague-ſfore, or imboſſed Carbuncle 
In my corrupted Blood; but I'll not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, 1 do not call it, 
do not bid the Thunder-Bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell Tales of thee to high-judging Fove. 
cn _ thou ATW _ at thy Leiſu e, 

can be patient, I can | a — 
I and my hundred Knight, * 


Rog. 
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Reg. Not altogether fo, 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome; give ear, Sir, to my Siſter; 
For thoſe that mingle Reaſon with your Paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and ſo 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. 

Lear. Is this well ſpoken ? 

Reg. I dare vouch it, Sir; what, fifty Followers? 
Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more? 


k 'gainſt ſo great a number: How in one 
= wor fa — under two commands, 
Hold Amity? Tis hard, almoſt impoſlible. 

Gon Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thoſe that the calls Servants, or from mine? 

Reg. Why not, my Lord? If then they chanc d to flack ye 
We could controll them; if you will come to me, 
For ncw I ſpy a denger, 1 intreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place or notice, 

Lear. | gave you all 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 
But kept a reſervation to be followed 
With ſuch a number; What muſt I come to you 
With five and twenty? Regan, ſaid you ſo? 

Reg. And — again, my Lord, no more with me. 

Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look well-favour'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worſt 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe; I'll go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth five and twenty; 
And thou art twice her Love. 

Gon. Hear me. my Lord; 
What need you five and twenty? Ten? Or five? 
To follow in a Houſe, where twice ſo many 
Have a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reaſon not the need: Our baſeſt Beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous ; 
Allow not Nature, more than Nature needs, 
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Man's Life is cheap as Beaſts. Thou art a Lady; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need. 
You Heav'ns, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You ſee me here, you Gods, a poor old Man, 

As full of Grief as Age, wretched in both, 

If it be you that ſtir theſe Daughters Hearts 

Againſt their Father, fool me not ſo much 

To bear it tamely: Touch me with noble Anger, 
And let not Womens weapons, water drops, 

Stain my Man's cheeks. No, you unnatural Hags, 
I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 

That all the World ſhall — I will do ſuch things, 
What they are yet, I know not, but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the Earth; you think I'll weep, 

No, Ill not weep, I have full cauſe of weeping, 


[Storm and Tempeſt. 
But this Heart ſhall break into a hundred thouſand flaws 
Or cer I weep. O Fool, I ſhall go mad. [ Exenmt. 


Corn. Les us withdraw, twill be a Storm. 
Reg. This Houſe is little, the old Man and's People 
Cannot be well beſtow d. 
Gon. Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from Reſt, 
And muſt nceds taſte his Folly. 
Reg. For his particular, Il receive him gladly, 
But not one Follower. | 
Gon. So am I purpos d; 
Where is my Lord of Golſter ? 
Euter Gloſter. 
Con, Hoes the 22 forth ; he is return d. 
Glo. King is in hi 
Corn. Whither is he 38 
Glo. He calls to Horſe, but will I know not whither. 
Corn. Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf. 
Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. N 
Glo. Alack, the Night comes on: and the high Winds 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's ſcarce a Buſh. 
Reſt. O Sir, to wilful Men, 
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The Injuries that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their School- Maſters: Shut up your Doors; 
He is attended with a deſperate Train, 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 
To have his Ear abus'd, Wiſdom bids fear. 

Corn. Shut up your Doors, my Lord, 'tis a wild Night. 
My Regan well: Come out & © Storm. LExcunt. 


— 


Ae 
SCENE A Heath. 


A Storm is heard with Thunder and Lightning. Enter Kent, 
and « Gentleman, ſeverally. 
Kent. o's there beſides foul Weather? ſ[quietly* 
Gent. One minded like the Weathen moſt un- 
| Kent. 1 know you: Where's the King? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful ; 
Bids the Wind blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or ſwell the curled Waters bove the Main, 
That things mi of = , or ceaſe, 
Kent, But vy him? 
Gent. None bee the Fool, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart-ftruck Injuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do know you, 

And dare upon the warrant of my note 
7— = a dear thing to There is diviſion 
though as yer the face of it is cover'd 
— n e 'twixt Alam and Cornwall: 
Who have, (as who not, whom their great Stars 
They and T who ſeem no leſs, 

w are to France Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. tat ba bath been ſeen, 
Either in ſnuffs and gs of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 


. — em or fomeding der. , 


Gent. — further with you 


Kent. 
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Kent. No, do not: | 
For Confirmation that I am much more 
Than my Out- wall, open this Purſe, and take 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſce Cordelia, 
(As tear not but you ſhall) ſhew her that Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who this Fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fy on this Storm, 
I will go ſerk the King. 
Gent. Give me your Hand, 
Have you no more to ſay? 

Kent. Few Words, but to eſſect more than all yet; 
That when we have found the King in which your pain 
That way, Il this: He that firſt lights on him, 

Hollow the other. [Exennt. 
Storm ftill, Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. Blow Winds, and crack your Cheeks; Rag», blow 
You Cataracts and Hurricano's ſpout, 

Till you have drencht our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
You Sulphirous and thozght-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of -Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 

Sindge my white Head. And thou all-haking Thunder, 
St. ike flat the thick Rotundity o'th* World 

Crack Nature's moulds, all Ger mains ſpill at once 

That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool O Nuncle, Court-holy-water in a dry Houſe, is 
better than the Rain-water out o Door. Good Nundcle, in, 
ask thy Daughters Meſſing; here's a Night pities neither 
Wiſe men nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy Belly full, ſpit Fire, ſpout Rain; 

Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; 
tax not you, you Elements, with Unkindnefs, 

I never gave you Kingdom, call'd you Children, 
You owe, me no Subſcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure; — Here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old 

But yet I call you ſervile Miniſters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 

Your high-engender'd Battels, 'gainſt a Head 

So old and white as this. O, he! tis foul, 
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Fool. He that has a Houſe to put's Head in, has a good 


Fad piece: 

The Codpiece that will houſe, before the Head has any: 
The Head, and he ſhall Lowſe; ſo Beggars marry many. 

That Man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould make, 

Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair Woman, but ſhe made mouths 
in a Glals. 
Enter Kent. j 
Lear, No, 1 will be the pattern of all Patience, 
I] will fay nothing. 

Kent. Who's there ? 

Fool. Marry here's Grace, and a Codpiece, that's a Wiſe- 
man. and a Fool, 

Kent. Alas Sir. are you here? things that love Night, 
Love not ſuch Nights as theſe : the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And make them keep their Caves: Since I was Man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid Thunder, 

Sach groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's Nature cannot carry 
Th'a ffliction, not the fear. 

Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Ua»hipt of Juſtice, Hide thee, thou bloody Hand; 
Thou Perjur'd, and thou Simular of Virtue 
Thou art inceſtuous; Caitiff, to pieces ſhake 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming 
Has practis d on Man's life. Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadful Summoners grace. 1 am a Man, 
More ſinn'd againſt. than ſinning. 

Kent. Nick, bare-headed? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some triendihip will it lead you 'gainft the Tempeſt : 
Repoſe you there, while | to this Houſe 
(More harder than the Stones whereof tis rais'd; 

Which even but now, demanding after you, 


Deny d 


ny'd 
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Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 
Lear. My Wits begin to turn. 
Come on my Boy. How doſt my Boy? Art cold? 
I am cold my ſelf. Where is this Straw, my Fellow ? 
The art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your Hove! ; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my Heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 
Fool. He that has and a little tyne wit, 
With heigh ho the Wind and the Rain, 
Muft make Content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 
Lear. True Boy: come bring us to this Hovel. [Ex#, 
Fool. This is a brave Night to cool a Curtezan: 
II ſpeak a Prophecy ere | go; 
When Prieſts are more in Words, than Matter, 
When Brewers marr their Malt with Water; 
When Nobles are their Tailors Tutors, 
No Hereticks burn'd, but Wenches Suitors, 
When every Caſe in Law is right, | 
No Squire in Debt, nor no poor Knight, 
When Slanders do not live in Tongues, 
Nor Curt-purſes come not to Throngs, 
When Uſurers tell their Gold i'th' Field, 
And Bawds and Whores do Churches build! 
Then ſhall the Realm of Albion come to great Coufuſion, 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee t 
That going ſhall be us d with Feet, 
This Prophecy Merlin ſhall ma .c, 


For I do live before his time. [ Exif, 
SCENE II. Az Apartment in Gloſter's Caſtle; 
Enter Gloſter and Baſtard. 


Glo, Alack, alack, Edmund, 1 like not this unnatural 
dealing; when | detired their leave that I might pity him, 
they took from me the uſe ot mine own Houle, charg d 
me on pain of perpetual Diſpleaſure, neither to ſpeak of 
him, entreat for him, or any way ſuſtain him. 

C2 Baſt. 
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—4 Moſt ſavage unnatural. 
Glo. Go too; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be- 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: I have 
received a Letter this Night, 'tis dangerous to be ſpoken, I 
have lock d the Letter in my Cloſer, theſe Injuries the King 
now bears, will be revenged home; there is part of a Power 
already footed, we muſt incline to the King, I will look 
him, and privily relieve him; go you and maintain talk 
with the Duke, that my Charity be not of him perceiv'd; 
if he ask for me, I am ill. and gone to Bed; if 1 die for 
it, as no leſs is threatned me, the King my old Maſter 
muſt be relieved. There is ſtrange things teward, Edmund, 
pray you be careful. Exit. 
Baſt. This Courteſie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too; 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my Father loſes; no leſs than all, 
The younger riſes, when the old doth fall. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Part of the Heath with a Huvel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place. my Lord, good my Lord, enter; 
The Tyranny of the open Night's too rcugh 
For Nature to endure. [Storms ſtill, 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my Heart ? 
Kent. I had rather break mine own; good my Lord 
enter. 
Lear. Thou think'ſ 'tis much that this cententious Storm 
Invades us to the Skin; fo tis to thee; 
But where the greater Malady is fixt, | 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a Bear, 
But if thy flight light toward the roaring Sc, 
Thouꝰ dſt meet the Bear i'th* Mouth; when the Mind's free, 
The Body's delicate; the Tempeſt in my Mind, 
Doth from my Senſcs take all tceling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand 


For 


King Lear. 53 


For lifting Food to't ? gut I will puniſh home; 
No, 1 will weep no more In ſuch a Night, 
To ſhut me out? Pour on, I will endure: 
In ſuch a Night as this? O Regan. Goneril, 
Your old kind Father, whoſe-frank Heart gave all 
O that way Madneſs lyes, let me ſhun that, 
No more of that. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Prithee go in thy ſelf, ſeek thine own ei ſe, 
This Tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but I'll go in, 
In Boy, go firſt. You bouſeleſs Poverty — [Exi: Fol. 
Nay, get thee in; I Il pray, and then I'll ſleep 
Poor naked Wretches. a> Snort you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm. 
How ſhall your houſeleſs Heads, and unfed Sides, 
Your lop'd and window'd Raggedneſs, defend you 
From Seaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have ta'en 
Too little care of this; take Phyſick, Pomp. 
Expoſe thy ſelf to feel, what Wretches feel, 
That thou may'ſt ſh:ke the Superflux to them, 
And fhew the Heav'as more juſt. 
Enter Edgar. diſguis'd like a Madman and Fool. 
Edg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half! poor Tam. 
1 Come not in here Nuncle, here's a Spirit, help me, 
p me. 
Kent. Give me thy Hand, who's there? 
Fool. A Spirit, a Spirit, he ſays his Name's poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thcu that do'ſt grumble there i th Straw ? 
Come forth. 
Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
ſharp Hawthorn blow the Winds. Humph, go to thy Bed 
and warm thee, 


Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy Daughters? And art 

thou come to this? | 
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirlpool, o'er Bog, and Quagmire, 
that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters in his 
Pue; ſet Ratsbane by his Porredge, made him prou i of 
C 3 Heart, 
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Heart, to ride on à Bay trotting Horſe, over four arch'd 
Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a Traitor, ble 
thy five Wits, Tom's a cold, O do. de, do. de, do, de, 
bleſs thee from Whirl-winds, Star-blaſting, and taking, do 
poor Tom ſome Charity, whom the toul Fiend vexes. 
There could I have him now, and there, and here again. 
and there. [Storm fill. 
Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this paſs? 
Could'ſt thou fave nothing? v ould'ſt thou give em all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a Blanket, elſe we had been all 
ſham'd. 
Lear. Now all the Plagues that in the pendulous Air 
Pang fated o'er Men's faulrs, light on thy Daughters. 
Kent. He hath do Daughters, Sir. 
Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd Nature 
To ſuch a Lownefs, but his unkind Daughters 
Is it the Faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their Fleſh? 
ſudicious Puaiſhment, *rwas this Fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelican Daughters, 
Edg. Pillicock far on Pillicock- hill, alow ; alow, loo, loo. 
Foel, This cold Night will turn us all to Fools, and 
g Tike berd Gu foul Fiend k 
Edg. Ta t , Parents, ke 
thy Word, do Juſtice, ſwear not, — 1 with Man's 
ſworn Spouſe; ſet not thy Sweet · heart on proud array. 
Tom's a cold. 
Lear. What haſt thou been? 
Eg. A Serving-man, proud in Heart and Mind: That 
cura my Hair, wore Gloves in my Cap, ferv'd the Luſt 
of my Miſtreſs's Heart, and did the act of darkneſs with her, 


Swore as many Oaths as I ſpake Words, and broke them 


in the ſweet Face of Heav'n. One, that flept in the con- 
triving Luft, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd I dearly; 
Dice dearly ; and in Woman, “ the Turk. 
Falle of Heart, light of Ear, bloody handed. Hog in ſloth, 
Fox in ſtealth, Wolf in greedineſs, Dog in madneſs, Lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of Shooes, nor the ruſtling 
ot S:lks, betray thy poor Heart to Woman. Keep thy 
Foot out of Brothels. thy Hand out of Plackets, 8 
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from Lenders Books, and defie the foul Fiend. Still 
through the Hawthorn blows the cold Wind: Says ſuum, 
mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seſſey: Let him trot 

[Storm ſt il. 

Lear. Thou wert better in àa Grave, than to anſwer with 
thy uncover d Body, this extremity of the Skies. Is Man 
no more than this? Conſider him well. Thou ow'ſt the 
Worm no Silk, the Beaſt no Hide, the Sheep no Wool 
the Cat no Perfume. Ha! Here's three on's are ſophiftica? 
ted. Thou art the thing it ſelf; unaccommodated Man, 
is no more but ſuch a po r, bare, forked Animal as thou 
art. Off, off you Lendings: Come. unbutton here. 

[ Tearing off his Cloaths- 
Enter Glofter with a Torch. 

Fool. Prethee Nuncle be contented ; tis a naughty Night- 
to ſwim in. Now a little Fire in a wild Field, were like 
an old Letcher's Heart, a ſmall Spark, and all the reſt on's 
Body cold; look. here comes a walking Fire. 

Edg. This is the foul Flibbert gibbet; he begins at Cur- 
few, and walks at Firſt Cock; he gives the Web and the 
Pin, ſquints the Eye, and makes the Hair-lip; Mildews 
the white Wheat, and hurts the poor Creature of the 


Swithold footed thrice the old; 

He met the Nighe- Mare and her Nine fold, 
B'd her alight, and her troth-plight, 

And aroynt thee Witch. aroynt thee. 

Kent. How farcs your Grace? . 

Lear. What's he? 

Kent. Who's there ? What ist yeu ſeck? 

Glo. What are you there? Your Names? 

Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming Frog, the Toad, 
the Tod-pol; the Wall: neut, and the Water-neut ; that in 
the fury of his Heart, when the foul Fiend rages, Eats 
Cow-uung for Sallets; ſwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch- 
dog; drinks the green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool; Who 
is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ſtockt, puniſh'a, 
and impriſon'd: Who hatia ee Suits to his Back, tix 
Shirts to his Body ; : 
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Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear; 

But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Dear, 
Have been Tom's Food for ſeven long Tear; 

Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend, 
Slo. What, hath your Grace no better Company? 
 Edg. The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman, Modo he's 
call'd, and Mabu. 

Glo. Our Fleſh and Blood, my Lord, is grown ſo vile, 
that it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me; my Duty cannot ſuffer 

Tobey in all your Daughters hard Commands: 

Though their . be to bar my Doors, 

And let this tyrannous Night take hold upon you, 

Yet have I ventur d to come to ſeek you out, | 
And bring you where both Fire and Food is ready. 

Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher 

What is the cauſe of Thunder: 

Kent. Good, my Lord, take his Offer, 

Go into th' Houſe. 

Lear. I'll talk a Word with this ame learned Theban; 

What is your Study ? T0 N 

Eag. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin,, 
Leay. Let us ask you one Word in private. 
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 

His Wits begin t' unſettle. 

Glo. Can'ſt thou blame him? [Storm ſtill 
His Daughters ſeek his Death: Ah, that good Kent! 

He ſaid it would be thus; poor baniſh'd Man. 

Thou ſayeſt the King grows mad; I'll tell thee, Friend, 
Jam almoſt mad my ſelf, I had a Son, | 
Now out-law'd from my Blood, he ſought my Life 
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, Friend, 

No Father hi: Son dearer: True to tell thee, 

The Grief hath craz'd my Wits. What a Night's this? , 
do beſeech your Grace. | 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble Philoſopher, your Company. 

Edg. Tom's a-cold, 
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Glo: In. Fellow, there, into th' Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. 
Kent. This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him; 
I will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent. Good. my Lord, ſoot him; let him take the Fellow. 
Glo. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on; Go along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Slo. No words, no words, huſh. 
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fum, 
I ſmell the Blood of a Britiſh Man. [ Exennt. 


SCENE lv. Gloſter's Caſtle. 


Enter Cornwall and Baſtard. 


Corn, I will have Revenge, ere I depart his Houſe: 
Paſt. How, my Lord, | may be cenſur'd, that Na- 
ture thus gives way to Loyalty, ſomething fears me to 
think of. 
Corn, I now perceive, it was not alrogether your Bro- 
ther's evil Diſpofition made him ſeek his Death: But a 
ovoking Merit ſet a Work by a reprovable Badneſs in 
imſelt, 
Baſt. How malicious is my Fortune, that I muſt 
to be juſt? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of; which 
approves him an intelligent Party to the Advantages of 
France. Oh Heav'ns! that this Treaſon were not; or not 
I the Detector. | 
Corn, Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 
Baſt. If the Matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
mighty Buſineſs in Hand. 
Corn, True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Gloſter : 
Seck out where thy Father is, that he may be ready for 


our Apprehenſion. 

20. If I find him comforting the King, it will ſtuff 
his Suſpicion more fully. I will perſevere in my Courſe of 
Loyalty, though the Conflit be fore between that and 
my Blood. 


C Corn. 
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Corn, I will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt find a 
dear Father in my Love. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. A Chamber. 


Enter Kent and Glofter, 


Glo. Here is better than the open Air, take it thankful- 
ly: I will piece out the comfort with what addition 1 
can; 1 will not be long from you. [Exit. 

Kent. All the Power of his Wits, have given way to his 
Impatience: The Gods reward your Kindneſs, 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 

Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an Angler 
in the Lake of Darkneſs: Pray Innocent, and beware the 
foul Fiend. 

Fool. Prithee, Nuncle, tell me, whether a Madman be a 
Gentle man, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to his 
Son: For he's a Yeoman that ſees his Son a Gentleman 
before him. 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning Spits 
Come hizzing in upon 'em. 

Edg. Bleſs thy five Wits. 

Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the Patience now, 

That you ſo oft have boaſted to remain? 

Edg. My Tears begin to take his Part ſo mich 
They mar my Counterfeiting. [ Aſide. 

Lear. The little Dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart ; ſee, they bark at me 


Edg. Tom will throw his Head at them; avaunt, you Curs ! 
Be thy Mouth or black or white, | 


Tooth that Poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, Grey-hound, Mungril grim, 
Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym; 
Or Bobtail tike, or Trundle tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wail, 
For with threwing thus my Head ; 


Dogs leap the Hatch, and all are fled. 


King LE AR. 55 


Do, de, de, de: Seſe; come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns; poor Tem. thy horn is dry. [ Exit. 

Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regan —— See what 
breeds about her Heart — Is there any cauſe in Nature 
that make theſe hard Hearts? You Sir, I entertain for 
one of my hundred; only, I donot like the Faſhion of your 
Garments. You will ſay they are Per,1an; but let them 


be chang'd. 
Enter Gloſter. 
Kent. Now, good my Lord, lye here, and reſt a while. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the Curtains ; 
So, ſo we'll go to Supper ith? Morning. 
Fool. And |'ll go to Bed at Noon. 
Glo, Come hither, Friend; where is the King, my 
Maſter ? 
Kent. Here, S r, but trouble him not, his Wits are gone. 
Glo. Good Friend, I prithee take him in thy Arms; 
I have o'er--heard a Plot of Death upon him: 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in't, 
And drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy Maſter. 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an Hour, his Life, | 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured Loſs. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quick conduct. Come, come away. ¶ Exeumt. 


SCENE VI. Gloſter's Caſtie. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baffard, and Ser vants. 

Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your Husband, ſhew him 
this Letter, the Army of France is landed; ſeek out the 
Traitor Gloſter. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 

Gen. Pluck out his Eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my Diſpleaſure. Edmund, keep you 
our Siſter Company; the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your beholding. 
Adviſe the Duke where you are going, to a molt ſeſtinate 


Prepa- 


* 
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P ion; we are bound to the like. Our Poſts ſhall 
be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel dear Siſter, 
farewel my Lord of Gloſter. | 
| Enter Steward. 
How now? Where's the King? 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter had convey'd him hence. 
Some five or ſix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queſtriſts after him, met him at Gate, 
Who, with ſome other of the Lord's Dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boaſt- + 
To have well armed Friends. | 
Corn. Get Horſes for your Miſtreſs. . 
Gon. Farewel, ſweet Lord, and Siſter. [ Exennt. 
Corn. Edmund farewel: Go ſeek the Traitor Gloſter, - 
Pinion him like a Thief, bring him before us: 
Though well we may not paſs upon his Life 
Witheut the Form of Juſtice; yet our Power 
Shall do a court'fte to our Wrath, which Men 
May blame, but not controul. 
Enter Gloſter Priſoner, and Servants. 
Who's there? the Traitor? - 
Reg. Ingrateful Fox! tis he. 
Corn. Bind faſt his corky Arms. 
Glo. What mean your Graces ? 
Good my Friends, conſider you are my Gueſts: 
Do me no foul play, Friends. 
Corn. Bind him I fay. [They bind him. 
Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor !- 
Glo. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I'm zone. 
Corn. To this Chair bind him, 
Villain, _— _ : 
Glo, B kind gods, tis moſt ignobly done 
To ook ms by the Prong. 
Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traitor? 
Glo. Ny Lady, 
Theſe Hairs which thou do'ſt raviſh from my Chin 
Will quicken and accuſe thee. I am your Hoſt, 
With Robbers Hands, my hoſpitable Favours 
You ſhould not ruffle thus, What will you do? 


Corn. 
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Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you late from Fance? 
Reg. Be ſimple anſwer d, for we know the Truth. 
Corn. And what Confederacy have you with the Traitors 
Late footed in the Kingdom ? | 
Reg. To whoſe Hands 
You have ſent the Lunatick King? ſpeak. 
Glo. I have a Letter gueſſingly ſet down 
Which came from one that's 'of a neutral Heart, - 
And not from one oppos'd. 
Corn. Cunnin 
Reg. And falſe 
Corn. Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 
Glo, To Dover. | 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 
Waſt thou not charg'd at Peril? — 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him anſwer that. 
Glo I am ty'd to th' Stake, | 
And I muſt ſtand the Courſe. 
Reg, Wherefore to Dover? | 
Glo. Becauſe I would not fee thy crue! Nails 
Pluck out his poor old Eyes; nor thy fierce Siſter, 
In his anointed Fleſh ſtick boariſh Phangs. 
The Sea, with fuch a Storm as his bare Head 
In Hell-black-night indur d. would have buoy d up 
And quench'd the Steeled fires : 
Yet poor old Heart, he holp the Heav'ns to Rain. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate hold that ſtern time, 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſaid, good Porter turn the Key; 
All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe; but I ſhall fee 
The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children- 
Corn. See t ſhalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair. 
Upon theſe Eyes of thine, I'll ſet my Foot. 
(nw is held down while Coruwall treads ont one of 
s Eyes. 
Glo. He * will think to live, till be old. 
Oiye me ſome help. — O cruel! O you gods! 
Reg. One Side will mock another; th other too. 
Corn. If you fee Vengeance 
Ser. Hold your Hand, my Lord: 
I hare fery'd you ever fince 1 was a Child: 


But 
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But better Service have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you Dog? 
Ser. If you did wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
I'd ſhake it on this quarrel, What do you mean? 
Corn. My Villain ! 
[ Fight, in the ſcuffle Cornwall is wounded. 
Ser. Nay then come on, and take the Chance of anger, 
Reg. Give me thy Sword, A Peaſant ſtand up thus? 


Ser. Oh, I am ſlain— my Lord, you have one Eye left 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh [ Dies. 


Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; Out vild Gelly: 
Where is thy Luſtre now? [ Treads out the other Eye. 
Glo. All dark and comfortleſs — 
Where's my Sdn Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid act. 
Reg. Out treacherous Villain. PORT 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee: It was he 
That made the Overture of thy Treaſons to us: 
Who is too good to pity thee. 
Glo. O my Follies! then Edgar was abus d. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him. 
Reg. Go thruſt him out at Gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. [ Exit with Gloſter. 
How ist my Lord? Haw look you? 
Corn. I have recei d a hurt; follow me, Lady —— 
Turn out that Eyeleſs Villain, throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghit — Regan, I bleed apace, 
Vatimely comes this hurt. Give me your Arm. [ Exeamt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
SCENE Ar open Country. 


Enter Edgar. 
= ET better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than till contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt: 
The loweſt, and moſt deject thing of Fortune, 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. 
The lamentable Change is from the beſt, 
The worſt returns to Laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtantial Air that I embrace: 
The Wretch that thou haſt blown unto the worſt, 
Owes nothing to my Blaſts. 
Enter Gloſter, led by an old Man. 
But who comes here? My Father poorly led? 
World, World, O World! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to Age. 
Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
And your Father's 2 theſe wt yr ane re 
Glo. Away, get thee away: Fri e, 
Thy Comforts can do me no 24 1 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Man. You cannot ſee Way. 
Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
I fumbled when I aw. Full oft tis ſeen, 
Our means ſecure us, and our meer defects 
Prove our Commodities. O dear Son Edgar, 
The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath: 
Might I but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 
Id fay I had Eyes again. 
Old Man. How _ any ar ge . 
Edg. O ! who ist can ſay I am at the worſt? 
I am — 2 cer I was. , 
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Old Man. Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. And worſe I may be jet: The worſt is not, 
So long as we can fay, this is the worſt. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goeſt ? 

Glo. Isit a -man ? 

Old Man. Madman, and Beggar too. 

Glo. He has ſome Reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 

Ith' laſt Night's Storm, 1 ſuch a Fellow ſaw; 

Which made me. think a Man, a Worm. My Son 

Catne then into my Mind, and yet my Mind 

Was * ſcarce Friends with him. I have heard more 
ce: 

As Flies to th* wanten Boys, are we to th'gods, 

They kill us for their Sport. 

ag. How ſhould this be? 

Bad is the Trade that muſt play the Fool to Sorrow, 
Ang'ring it ſelf, and others. Bleſs thee Maſter. 

Glo. Is that the naked Fellow? 

Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 

Glo. Get thee away: If for my fake 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile or twain 
I'th' way toward Dover. do it for ancient Love; 

And bring ſome covering for his naked Soul, 
Which Pl! intreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack Sir, he is mad. 

Glo. Tis the time's plague, when Madmen lead the Blind: 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy Pleaſure; | 
Above the reſt, be gone. 

Old Man. Ill bring him the beſt Parrel that I have, 
Come ont what wil [Exit, 

Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow. | 

Eag. Poor Tom's a- cold. I cannot daub it further. 

Glo. Come hither Fellow. 

Edg. And yet I muſt; 

Bleis thy ſweet Eyes they bleed. 

Glo. Know'ſt thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. Both Sti e and Gate, Horſe-way, and Foot-path: 
poor Tons hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits. Bleſs 
thee good Man's Son, from the foul Fiend. 


Glo, 
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Glo. Here take this Purſe, thou whom the Heav'ns plagues 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes, That I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heav'ns deal fo ſtill; 
Let the ſuperfluous, and the Luſt· dieted Man, 
That ſlaves your Ordinance, that will not ſee 
Becauſe he do's not feel feel, your power quickly: 
So diftribution ſhov1d undo exceſs, . 
And each Man have enough. Do'ſt thou know Dover? 

Edg. Ay Maſter. 

Glo. There is a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks fearfully on the confined Deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the miſery thou do'ſt bear 
With ſomething rich about me: from that place 


I ſhall no leading need. . 
Edg. Give me thy arm; 
Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. [ Exevont, 
SCENE II. The Dake of Albany? 
| Palace. a 


Enter Goperill, Baſtard, and Steward. 


Gon. Welcome my Lord; I-marvel our mild Husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, where's your Maſter? 
Stew. Madam within, but never Man ſo chang'd: 
I told him of the Army that was Landed; 
He ſmil'd at it. I told him you were coming, 
His anſwer was, the worſe, Of Gloſter's Treachery 
Aud of the Loyal Service. of his Son, 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me 1 had turn'd the wrong fide out: 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to him; 
What like, offenfive. 
Gon. Then ſhall you go no further. 
It is the Cowiſh terror of his Spirit 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel 
Which tie him toan anſwer; our Wiſhes on way 
May prove effects. Back Edmund to my Brother, 


Haſten 
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Haſten his Muſters, and conduct his Powers. 
I muſt change Names at home, and give the Diſtaff 
Into my Husband's hands. This truſty Servant 
Shall paſs berween us: ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A Miſtreſſes command. Wear this; ſpare Speech, 
Decline your Head. This Kiſs, if it durſt , 
Would frerch thy Spirits up into the Air: 
Conceive and fare thee well. 

Baſt. Yours in the ranks of Death. 

Gon. My moſt dear Gloſter. [Exit Baſtard, 
Oh, the difference of Man, and Man! 
= _ a Woman's Services are due, 

Stew, Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whiſtle. 

Alb. Oh Goneril, 
- You are not worth the duſt which the rude Wind 
Blows in your Face. 

Gon. Milk-liver'd Man, 
That bear'ſt a Cheek for blows, a Head for wrongs, 
Who haſt not in thy brows an Eye diſcerning 
Thine Honour, from thy ſuffering. 

Alb. See thy ſelf, Devil: 
Proper Deformity ſeems not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in Woman, 

Gon. Oh vain Fool. | 

Enter a Meſſenger, .. 

Meſ. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cormwall's dead, 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
The other Eye of Glofter. 
Alb. Glofter's Eyes? 
Meſ. A Servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos d againſt the act; bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter ; who, thereatenrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead. 
But not without that harmful ſtroke which ſince 
Hath pluck'd him after, 


— —_ WW © LY ili. | 


King LE AR. 67 


Alb. This ſhews you are above 
You Juſtices, that theſe our nether Crimes 
So ſpcelily cin venge, But O poor Gloſter! 
Loſt he his other Eye? 
Meſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy Anſwer : 
'Tis from your Siſter. 
Gon. One way I like this well, 
Bur being Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May all the building in my Fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful Life. Another way 
The News is not fo tart. i'll read, and anſwer. [ Et. 
Alb. Where was his Son, when they did take his Eyes? 
Meſ. Come with my Lady hither. 
Alb. He is not here. | 
Meſ. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 
A 1 Knows he the 1 1 10 
Meſ. Ay, m Lord, *twas he in d againſt him, 
And quit the Ne of purpoſe, that their Puniſhment 
Might have the freer . 
Alb. Gloſter, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhew'd(t the King, 
And to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know'ft. [ Exennt. 


SCENE lll. A cam. 


Euter Cordelia, Gentlemen and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, 'tis he; why he was met even row 
As mad as the vext Sea, ſinging aloud, 
Crown'd with rank Fenitar, and furrow Weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle Weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining Corn. A Century ſend forth; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown Field, 
And bring him to our Eye. What can Man's Wiſdom 
In the reſtoring his bereaved Senſe? He that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth. 


Gent, 
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Gent. There are means, Madam: 
Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is Repoſe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative. whoſe power 
Will doc the Eye of Anguiſh. 

Cord. All bleſt Secrets, 
All you unpubliſh'd Virtues of the Earth 
Spring with my Tears; be aidant and remediate 
In the good Man's defire: ſeek, ſeek for him, 
Leſt his ungovern'd-Rage diſſolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

| Enter a Meſſenger, 

Meſ. News, Madam, 
The Britiſh Powers are marching hit herward. 

Cord. Tis known before. Our Preparation ſtands 
In expectation of them. O dear Father, 
It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great France 
My mourning and-importun'd tears hath pitied. 
No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But Love, dear Love, and our Aged Father's Right : 
Soon may I hear, and ſee him. [ 


SCENE IV. Regan's Palace. 


Enter Regan and Steward. 


Reg. But are my Brother's Powers ſet forth? 
Stew. Ay Madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in Perſon there? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe 

Your Siſter is the better Soldier. 3 
Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lord at home? 
Stew. No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Siſter's Letter to him? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he. is paſted hence on ſerious Matter, 

It was great ignorance. Gloſter's Eyes being out 

To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 

All Hearts againſt us: Edmund. I think, is gone 

In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch 

His nighted Life: Moreover to deſcry 
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The ſtrength o'th* Enemy. 
Stew. I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my Letter 
Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us: 
The ways are dangerous, 
Stew. I may not, Madam ; 
Ay Lady charg'd my duty in this buſineſs, 
Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmmnd ? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what I' love thee much 
Let me u ſeal the Leiter. 
Stew. Madam I had rather —— 
Reg. | know your Lady do's not love her Husband, 
I am ſure of that; and at her late being here | 
She gave ſt ange ceiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her boſom. 
Stew. |, Madam? 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding: You are; I know't; 
Therefore I do adviſe you take this Note. 
My Lord is dead; Eumumd and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my Hand 
Than for your Lidy's: You may gather more: 
If you do find him. pra you give him this; 
And when your Mi rel. ears thus much from you, 
] pray deſire her call her Wiſdom to her. 
So fare you well. 
It you do chiice to hear of that blind Traitor, 
Preferment talls on him that cuts him off. 
Stew. Would I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſhew 
What Party I do follow. 


Reg. Fare thee well. [ Exennt. 
Enter Gloſter and Edgar. 


le. When ſhall I come to th' top of that ſame Hill? 
Fig. You do c imb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo. Methinks he Ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible ſteep. 

Hark, do you hear the Sea? 
Glo. No truly. 


Ed . 
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Edg. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfect. 
By your Eyes ar guiſh. 
"ob. %{ — * indeed. 
Merhinks thy Voice i alter'd, and thou ſpeak ſt 
In hee de and mi tter than thou divft, 
rag e much deceived: in nothing am I chang d 
But in my Garments. 
Glo. Methinks you're better ſpoken. 
Edg. Come on, Sr, 
Here's the place; ſtand ſtill. How fearful 
And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes fo low! 
The Crows and Choughs, that way the midway air 
Shew ſczrce fo groſs as Beetles, Halt way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks he ſeems no bigger then his Head. 
The Fiſher-men that walk upon the beach 
Ike Mice; and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her Cock; her Cock, a Buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard ſo high. I' look no more, 
Leſt my Brain turn, and the deficient ſight 
Topple down he:dlong, 
Glo. Set me where you ſtand. 
Edg. Give me your Gt 
You are now wi hin a foot of thꝰ extream Verge: 
For all beneath the Moon would not I leap upright. 
Glo. Let go my hand: 
Here Friend's another Purſe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor Man's taking. Fairies, and 
Proſper it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems 10 go. 
Glo. With all my Heart. # 
Edg. Why do 1 trifle thus with his Deſpzir ? wad 
Tis done to cure it. 
Glo. O you mighty gods! 
This Wcrld I do renounce, and in your fi,h:s 
Shake patiently my great Affliction off; 
It I could bear it longer, and not fall 


To 
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To quarrel with your great oppoſcleſs Wills, 

My Snuff, and loathed part of Nature ſhould 

Burn it ſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him. 

Now Fellow, fare thee well. { He leaps and falls along. 

Sir, farewel. 

And yet I know not how Cynceit may rob 

The treaſure of Life, when Life it ſel 

Yields to the Theft. Had he been where he thought, 

By this had Thought been paſt. Alive. or dead? 

Hoa, you Sir! Friend! here, you Sir! ſpeak! 

Thus might he paſs indeed yet he revives. 

What are you, Sir? 
Glo. Away, and let me die. | 
Edg.Had'ſt thou been ought butGozemore, Feathers andAir, 

So many fathom down 1 

Thou dſt ſhiver d like an Egg: but doſt breath; 

Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed'ft not; ſpeak, art ſound? 

Ten Maſts at leaſt, make not the altitude | 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fallen; 

Thy Life's a Miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fall'n, or no? 

Edg. From the dread Summit of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up, a height, the ſhrill gor'd Lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: Do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, I have no Eyes; 

Is wretchedneſs _ that benefit 

To end it ſelf by Death? "Twas yet ome comfort, 
When Miſery could beguile the Tyrant's Rage, 
And fruſtrate his will. 

Edg. Give me your Arm. 

Up, 16--- How is't? Feel you your Legs? You ſtand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all 
Upon the Crown o'th' Cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thouſand Noſes, 
Horns walk d, and wav'd like the enraged Sea: 
It was ſome Fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 
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Think that the cleareſt gods, who make them honours 
Of Men's impoſlibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 

Glo. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out it ſelf 
Enough. enough, and die. That thing you ſpeak of, 

I took it ter a Man; oiten 'twould ſay | 
The Fiend. the Fiend--—- he led me to that place. 

Evg. Bear free and patient Thoughts. | 
Enter Lear. 

Bur who comes here? 

The fafer Senſe will ne er accommodate 

His Maſter thus. 
Tear. No, they cannot touch me for Coyning, I am 
the King _— 

O thou ſide- piercing fight! 

22. Nature's above — wk reſpect. There's your 
Preſs-mony. That Fellow handles his Bow like a Cow- 
keeper: draw me a Clothier's Yard. Look look, a Mouſe. 
Peace, Peace, this piece of toaſted Cheeſe will do't —— 
There's my Gaunlet, Ill prove it on a Giant. Bring up the 
brown Bills. O well flowa Bird: i'th' clout, i'th* clout : 
Hewgh. Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Pals. 

Glo. I know that Voice. 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill with a white Beard ? They flatter'd me 
like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs in my Beard, 
ere the black ones were there, To ſay Ay, and No, to 
every thing that I ſaid Ay and no too, was no good Di- 
vinity. When the Rain came to wet me once, and Wind 
to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I found em, there 1 ſmelt'em out. Go 
to, they are not Men o their words; they told me I was 
every thing: Tis a Lie. I am not Ague proof. 8 

G. The trick of that Voice I do well remember: Ist 
not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King. 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the Subject quakes. 

I pardon that Man's Life. What was thy Cauſe? 

Adultery? thou ſhalt not die; die for Adultery ? * 
o, 


D 


King LEAR. 73 


No, the Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Flie 

Do's letcher in my ſight. Let Copulation thrive: 

For Gloßer's Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got 'tween the lawful Sheets. 

To't Luxury pell-mell, for I lack Soldiers. 

Behold yon fimpering Dame, whoſe Face, 'tween her Forks; 
preſages Snow; that minces Virtue, and do's ſhake the 
Head to hear of Pleaſures name. The Fitchew, nor the 
ſoyled Horſe goes to't with a more riotous Appetite : 
down from the waſte are Centaures, though Wo- 
men all above; but to the Girdledo the Gods inherit, be- 
neath is all the fiends. There's Hell, there's Darkneſs, 
there is the ſulphurous Pit, burning, Scalding, Stench, 
Conſumption, : Fie, fie, ſie; pah, pah; Give me an Ounce 
| of Civet, good Apothecary, to {xecten my Imagination; 
There's Meny for thee. 

Glo. O let me kiſs that Hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of Mortality. 

Glo, O ruin d piece of Nature, this great World 
Stall ſo wear out to naught. Do'ſt know me? 

Lear. Iremember thine Eyes well enough: do'ft thou 
ſquiny at me? No, do thy worſt blind Cupid, I'll not Love. 
Read thou this Challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not ſee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from Report; 

It is, and my Heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with this Caſe of N 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? No Eyes in your 
Head, nor no Mony in your Purſe ? Your Eyes are in heavy 
caſe, your Purſe in a light, yet you ſee how this World goes. 

Glo, I ſee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad? A Man may ſee how this World 
gocs, with no Eyes. Look wichthine Ears: See how yond 
Juſtice rails upon yond fimple Thief. Hark in thine Ear: 
Change places, and Handy-dandy, which 1s the Juſtice, 
uch is the Thiet: Thou haſt ſeen a Farmer's Dog bark at 
a Beggar ? 

Glo. Ay Sir. 

Lear. And the Creature n from the Cur; there thou 
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might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's 

- obey'd in Office. 

Thou Raſcal Beadle, hold thy bloody Hand: 

Why deft thou lath that Whore? Stripthy own Back, 

Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind, 

For which thou whip't her. The Uſurer hangs the Cozener. 
tatter'd Cloarhs, great Vices do'appear ; 

Robes, and furr'd Gowns hide all. Place Sms with Gold, 

And the ſtrong Lance of Juftice hurtleſs breaks: 

Arm it in Rags, and Pigmy's Straw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, none, I ſay none, I'll able em; 

Take that of me my Friend, who have the power 

To ſeal th' Accuſer s lips. Get thee Glaſs Eyes, 

And like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem 

To ſce the things thou do'ſt not. 

Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Boots: harder, harder, ſo. 

Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt, 

Reaſun AN Tr 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, my Eyes. 
I know thee well enough, 2 is Gloſter ; s 
Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither : 

Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the Air 
We wawle, and cry. 1 will preach to thee: Marx 

Glo. Alack, alack, the day. 

Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great Stage of Fools. This a good block!— 
It were a delicate Stratagem to ſhooe ; 
A Troop of Horſe with Felt; PII put't in b 
And when 1 have ſtol'n upon theſe Son-in-Laws; 

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, 
Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants, 

Gent. Oh here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear Daughter 

Lear. No reſcue? What, a Priſoner? I am even 
The natural Fool of Fortune. Ute me well, | 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me bave Surgeons, 

I am cut to th' Brains. | 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No Sccouds? All my iclf? 


Why, this weld make a Man, à Man of Salt; 


To 


King LE AR. 75 


To uſe his Eyes for Garden-water-pots. [ will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug Bridegroom. What ? I will be Jovial: 
Come, come, I am a King. Maſters, know you that? 
Gent. You are a Royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life i in't. Come, and you get it, 
You ſhall get it by runni : Sa, ſa, ſa, fa [ Exit. 
_— A fight moſt piti ul in the meaneſt Wretch. 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
Who redeems Nature from the general Curſe, 
Which twain have brought her to. : 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you: what's your Will? 
Edg. Do you hear oughr, Sir, of a Battel toward? 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and 
Every one hears that, whic can diſtinguiſh Sound. 
g. But by your favour: 
How near's the other Army? 


Gent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot: the main diſcry 
Stands on the heurly thought. 


Edg. I thank you, Sir, thar's all. 


Gent. Though that the Queen ens! here, 
1 * " [Exit. 


Glo. A T4 . take my breath from 
Let not m work Spirit tempt me again ” 


To die before 
Edz. Well 2 — — 
Glo. Now Sir, what are you? 


A Man, made Fortune's Blows, 
wia b the Art n —— try 


Am pregnant to pity. Give me hand, 
Ill lead you to 2 2 
Glo. Hearty thanks; 
The bounty and the benizon of Heay'n 
To boot, and boot. 


Euter Steward. 
Stew. In. Prize; moſt happy; 
That Eyeleſs Head of thine, was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To rails my Fortunes. Thou old, y Traitor, 


Briefly y thy Laf remember: the Sword is out 
That muſt deftroy thee. D 2 Glo 


76 King LIN ARX. 


Glo. Now let thy friendly Hand 
Put ſtrength en to'r, 
h Stew. Wherefore, bold 
Dar'ſt thou _—_—_ a publiſh'd Traitor? hence, 
Left that th' infection of his Fortune take 
Like hold on-thee. Let go his Arm. 
'Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without yurther caſion. 
Stew. Let $6, oe or thou dy'ft. 
Edg. Good tleman, go your gate, and let 
volk paſs: and 'chud ha been 2 * of my Life, 
twould not ha been zo long as tis, by a yortnight. Nay, 
come not near th* old Man: Keep out che vor ye, or ice 
try whether your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chill be plain with you. | 
Stew. Out Dunghill. 
- Edg. Child pick your Teeth, Zir: come, no matter vor 
your foyns. [Edgar knocks him dawn. 
Stew. Slave thou haſt ſlain me: Villain, take my Purſe; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my Body, | 
And give the Letters which thou find about me, 
To Edmund Earl of Gloſter : ſeek him out 
Upon the Engliſh Party. Oh untimely death, death Dies. 
Edg. I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain; 
As duteous to the Vices of thy Miſtreſs, 
As badneſs would deſire. 
- Glo. What, is be dead? 
Edg. Sit you down, Father: reſt you. 
Let's ſee theſe Pockets; the Letters that he ſpeaks of 
May be my Friends: he's dead; I am only ſorry 
He had no other Deathſman. Let us ſee 
By your leave, 2 wax—— and manners blame us not, 
To know our ies Minds, we rip their Hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful, 


| Reads the Letter. 
E T our reciprocal Vows be remembred. You have many 
opportunities to cut him off: if your Will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer'd. There is nothing dene. If 
he return the Conqueror. then am I the Priſoner, and his Bed 
my 
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my Goal, from the loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and 
hy the Place of our Labour. 
2 would ſay) affectionate 
Servant, Gonerill. 


Oh indiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of Woman's Will! 
A plot upon her virtuous Husband's Life, 
And the exchange my Brother: Here, in the Sands 
Thee I'll rake up, the Poſt unſanctiſied 
Of murtherous Letchers: and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious Paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death is d Duke: for him tis well, 
That of thy death, and buſineſs, I can tell. 

Glo. The King is mad; how ſtiff is my vile Senſe 

That I ſtand up, and have i ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrows? Better I were diſtract, 
So ſhould my Thoughts be ſever d from my Griefs, 


[Drum afar off. 


And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
— — 

1 Give me your Hand: 

Par off methinks 1 hear the bene: Drum, 
Come, Father, I'll beſtow you with a Friend. [E xtunt. 


SCENE VI. A Chamber, 


Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman. 


| Cor. O thou good Kent, how ſhall I live and work 
To To mach thy onde? My Life will be too ſhort, 
_— Madam, is o'erpaid, 
Kent. "i w m, is o 
All my Reports IN. _— modeft Truth, * 
Nor more, nor 
Cor. * Ay 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours: 
I prethee put them off. 
Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known ſhortens my made Intent; 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Tl time and I think mdr 
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Cor. Then be't ſo, my good Lord; 
How do's the King ? 

Gent. Madam, ſleeps ſtill. 

Cor. O you kind gods 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed Nature, 

Th untun'd and jarring Senſes, © wind up, 
Of this Child changed Father. 

Gent. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 

That we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long? 

Cor. Be govern'd by your Knowledge, and proceed 
Utk' (way of your own Will: is he array'd? 

Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servants» 
Gent. Ay Madam; in the heavineſs of flecp, 
We put freſh Garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
J doubt not of his Temperance. 

Cor. O my dear Father, Reftauration 
Thy Medicine on my Lips, and let this Kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harme, that my two Siſters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 

Kent. Kind and dear Princeſs! 

Cor. Had you not been their Father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge Pity of them. Was this Face 
To be oppos'd againſt the 1 
Mine Enemies Dog, though be had bit me, 
Should have ſtood that __ againſt my Fire: 

And waft thou fain, poor Father, 
To hoyel thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty Straw ? alack, alack, 
Tis wonder that thy Life and Wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeak to him. 
Gent. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord? 
How fares your Majeſty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th* Grave 
That art a Soul in bliſs, but I am bound — 
Upon a wheel of Fire, that mine own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a Spirit I know, when did you dic? 

Cor, 


. 
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Cor. Still, ſtill, far wide — 

Gent. He's ſcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where have I been? 
Where am 1? fair day light? 8 
I am mightily abus d; I ſhould even die with pity. 
To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay; 
I will not ſwear theſe are not my hands: let's ice, . 
I feel this Pin prick, would I were aſſur d 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o er me, 
You muſt not kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me; 
I am a very fooliſh fond old Man, 
Fourtcore and upward, | 
Not an hour more, nor leſs: and to deal plaiuly, 
fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I ſhould know you, and know this, Man, 
Yer I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is. and all the skill I have 
Remembers not theſe Garments; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laſt Night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, as I am a Man, I think this Lady 
To be my Child Cordelia. 

Cor. And fo I am; I am — 

Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes faith; I pray you weep nat. 
If you have Poiſon for me, I will drink it; 

I know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
You have ſome cauſe, they have not. 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Lear. Am | in France? 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. De an abuſe me. 

Gent, Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You ſee is kill'd in him: defire him to go in. 
Trouble him no more till further ſettling. 

Cor. Will't pleaſe your Highneſs walk ? 

Lear. You mult bear with me; 
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Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
I am old and fooliſh. [ Exenmt. 


—— 


— ————_—_ 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCENE ACanp. 


Enter Baſtard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


e owe of the Duke if his laſt ſe hold, 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by ought. 
To change the courſe; he's full of alteration, 

And felf-reproving; bring his conſtant Pleaſure. 
Reg. Our Siſter's Man is certainly miſcarried. 
Baſt. Tis to be doubted, Madam. 

Reg. Now ſweet Lord, 

You know the Goodneſs I intend upon you: 

Tell me but truly, but then ſpeak the truth, 

Do you not love my Siſter ?- 

Baſt. In honour'd Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brother's way. 

To the fore-fanded place? | 
Baſt. No by mine Honour, Madam. 

Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her; dear. my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Baſt. Fear not; ſhe and the Duke her Hus band 
Euer Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 
Als. Our loving Sifter, well be met- 

Sir, this l the King is come to his Daughter 

With others, whom the rigour of our State 

Forc'd to cry out. 

Reg. Why is this reaſon d? 
Gon. Combine together gainſt the Enemy: 

For theſe Domeſtick and particular Broils 

Are not the queſtion here. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th' ancient of War 

On our proceeding. 

Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us? 


Gon. 
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Gon. No. R 1 
Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray go with us. 
Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Rade, I will go. [Exeunt. 
Manet Albany. Enter Edgar. 
Pdg. If e er your Grace had Speech with Man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. 
Alb. I'll overtake you, ſpeak. 
Edg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter. 
If you have Victory. let the Trumpet ſound 
For him that ht it : wretched though I ſeem, 
] can produce a Champion, that will prove 
hat is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſineſs of the World hath fo an end. 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you. 
Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter. 
Eag. I was forbid it. 
When time ſhall ſerve, let but the Herald cry, 
And 1! appear again. [ 
Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o'crlook thy Paper. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers, 
Here is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, 
By diligent diſcovery, but your haſte 
Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit. 
Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung . 
Are of the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 
Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive: To take the Widow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerill, 
And hardly ſhall I carry out my fide, 
Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 
His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 
His ſpeedy taking off, As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 
The Batcel done, and they within our power ; 
Shall never ſee his par don: for my ſtate, 
Stands on me to deſend, not to debate. [Exi/t, 
Ds SCENE 
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SCENE I. A Beli. 


Alarum within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Exennt, 


Enter Edgar and Gloſter. 


Ig. Here Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good Hoſt; pray that the right may thrive; 
It ever I return to you again, 


Glo. Grace be with you, Sir. [Exit. 
| [ Alarum and Retreat within. 
Enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away old Man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further, Sir, a Man may rot even here. 

Ede. What, in ill thoughts again? Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripeneſs is all; come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. [ Zreunt. 


SCENE UI. ACanp. 
Exter Baflard, Lear and Cordelia as Priſoners, Soldiers, 
| Captain. 


Baſt. Some Officers take them away; good Guard, 
Until their greater Pleaſures firſt be known 
That are to cenſure them. 
Cor. We are not the firſt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For . King, I am caſt down, | 
My ſelf elſe out-frown falſe Fortune's Frown. 
Shall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters? 
Lear. No, no, no, no; come let's away to Priſon; 
We two alone will fing like Birds i th' Cage: 
When thou do'ſt ask me Bleſſing, Il kneel down Pw 
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And ask of thee Forgiveneſs: So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, an tell old Tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court News, and well talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out : 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 
As if we were God's Spies. And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd Priſon. packs and ſe cts of great ones 
That ebb and flow by th' Moon. | 
Baſt. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The Gods ele e Incenſe. Have ] caught thee? 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from Heav'n, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes; wipe thine Eye, 
The good Years ſhall devour them, fleſh es fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us weep, 
We'll ſce em ſtarv'd firſt: Come, FExis. 
Baſt. Come hither Captain, hark. N biſbering. 
Take thou this Note, go follow them to Priſon, 
One ſtep I have advanc d thee, if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble Forrunes; know thou this, that Men 
Are as the time is; to be tender-minded 
Du's not become a Sword; thy great Imployment 
Will not bear queſtion; either ſay thou'lt dot, 
Or thrive by other means. 
Cape. I'll dot, my Lord. 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, when thou'lt done. 
Mark, I fay, — inſtantly, and carry it fo 
As I have ſet it down, [ Exit Captain, 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers. 
46. Sir, you have fhew'd to day your valiant ſtrain, 
And Fortune led you well: You have the Captives 
Who were the Oppoſites of this Day's ſtrife: 
I do require them of you, ſo to uſe them, 
As we ſhall find their Merits, and our Safety 
May equally determine, 
Baſt. Sir, I thought it fir, 
To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention; 
Whoſe Age had Charms in it, whoſe Title mo: e, 
10 
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To pluck the common Baſom on bis fide, 
And turn our impreſt Launces in our Eyes | 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen, 
My reaſon all-the ſame, and they are ready 
'To morrow, or at further ſpace, t' appear 
Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 

Alb. Sir, by your Patience, 
I hold you but a Subject of this War, 

ot as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Methinks our Pleaſure might have been demanded - 
Exe you had ſpoke fo far. He led our Powers, 
2 the Commiſſion of my Place and Perſon, 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call it felf your Broth*r. 
Gon. Not ſo hot: 
In his own Grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
More than in your Addition. 

Rog, In my hes, 
By. me inveſted. he compeers the beſt. 

406, That were the moſt, if he ſhould Husband you. 

Reg Jeſters do oft prove Prophets. 

Gon. Hulla, holla, 
That Eye that told you fo, look'd but a- ſquint. 

Reg. Lady I am not well. elſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full lowing Stomach. General. 
Take thou my Soldiers, Priſoners, Patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the Walls are thine: 
Witneſs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Maſter. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? 

Alb. The lett alone lyes not in your good Will. j 

Baſt. Nor in thine, Lord. : 

© Half-blooded Fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my Title thine: _ 

Ald. Stay yetz hear Reaſon: Edmund, I arreſt thee . 
On capital Treaſon, and in thy arreſt, 
This gilded Serpent: For your Claim, fair Siſter, 
I ber it in che intereſt of my Wife, 
J the is ſud contracted to this Lord: 


And 
— — 
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And I her Husband contradi your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your Loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 

Gen. An Enterlude. : 

Alb. Thou art armed, Glofter, let the Trumpet found: 
If none appear to prove upon thy Perſon, 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many Treaſons, 
There is my Pledge: I'll make ic on thy Heart 
Ere I taſte Bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here im'd thee. 

Reg. Sick, O fick — 

Gon. If not, I'll ne er truſt Medicine. 22 


Baſt. There s my Exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Trai:or, Villain-like be lies; | 


Call by the Trumpet, he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My Truth and Honour firmly. 
Enter a Herald. 

Alb. A Herald, ho 
Truft to hy ſingle Virtues, for thy Soldiers, 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name. 
Toek their Diſcharge. 

Reg. My Sickneſs grows upon me. 

Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent. [Exit Reg, 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 


And read out this, [4 Trampet ſounds. 
Herald reads. 
F any Man of quality or degree within the Lifts of the 
Army, will mantam upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earl 
Gloſter that he is a manifold Traitor, let him 
the third ſound of the Trumpet: He is bold in bis de- 
fence 1 Trumpet: 


2 Trumpet. 

T; x 

Enie Edgar armed. 4 
Alb. Ask him os Pee role bs nei 
pon this Call oth Trumpet. 


Her. Again. 
Her. Again. 


86 King LEA R. 


Her. What are you? 
Your Name, your Quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent Summons? 
Edg. Know, my Name is loſt 
By Treaſons Tooth: Bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit, 
Vet am I noble as the Adverſary 
I come to _ 
Alb. Which is that Ad ? 
Edg. What's he that - or Edmund Earl of Gloſter 2 
Baſt. Himſelf, what ſay'ſt thou to him? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my Speech offend a noble Heart, 
Thy Arm may do thee Juſtice, here is mine: 
Behold it is my Privilege, 
The Privilege of mine Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugre thy Strength, Place, Youth, and Eminence, 
Deſpight thy Victor- Sword, and fire ne Fortune, 
Thy Valour, and thy Heart, thou art a Traitor: 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th extreameſt upward of thy Head, 
To the deſcent and duſt below thy Foot, 
A moſt Toad-ſpotted Traitor. Say thou no, 
This Sword, this Arm, and my beſt Spirits are bent 
To prove upen thy Heart, whereto I ſpeak, 
Thou lyeſt. 
Baft. In Wiſdom I ſhould ask thy Name, 
Bur tince thy Out-fide looks fo fair and warlike, 
And that thy Tongue ſome ſay of Breeding breaths, 
What fafe and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, I diſdain and fpurn: 
Back do I toſs theſe Treaſons to thy Head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie v'erwhelm thy Heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bi uiſe, 
This Sword of mine hall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeak. 
Alb. Save him, fave. him. [Marum. Fight. 
Gon. This is practice, Gloſter, | 
By th' Law of War, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
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An unknown * — thou art not yanquiſh'd, 
But cozen'd, beguil'd. 


Alb. Shut your Mouth, Dame, | 
Or with this Paper ſhall 1 ſtop it; hold, Sir, 
Thou worſe than = Name, read thine own Evil: 
No tearing Lady, 1 32 you know it. 


Gon. Say if I do, the Laws are mine, not thine, 
Who can arraign me for't? [ Exit, 
Alb. Moſt 


onſtrous? O, know'ſt thou this Paper? 
Ack me not what 1 know. 
. Go after her, ſhe's te, govern her. 
Baſt. V/hat you have charg'd me with, that I havedone, 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
Tis paſt, and fo am I: But what art thou 


That haſt this Fortune on me? It thou'rt Noble, 
1 do forgive thee. 


Edg. Let's exchange Charity: 
I am no leſs in Blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou't wrong d me. 
yy is Edgar, and thy Father's Son. 


Gods are juſt, 1 Vices 
Make "a Gam. to 


The re RR where thee he got, 
Coft him his Eyes. 
Baſt. Thou'ſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The = > —.— I am — 
Met t thy very Gate did 
ARE Nobleneſs; — mmm ys ng 


Let Sorrow ſplit my Heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. 


Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't. 
Alb. Where have you hid y 


How RED 


dad when Fee 


That follow'd me ſo near, (O — ſweetneſs! 
LD go WILD ae hourly die, 

at once,) ht me to ſhift 
Into a Mad-man's Rags, a ſemblance - 


That 


— 
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That very 
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, 


Their precious Stones new loſt; became his Guide, 
Led him, beg'd for him, fav'd him from Deſpair, 
Never, (O fault) reveal'd my ſelf unto him, 

Until ſome half hour patt, when I was aim'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good Succeſs, 

I a:k'd his Bleſſmg, and from firſt to laſt 

Told him our Pilgrimage. But bis flaw'd Heart, 
Alack, too weak the conflict to ſupport, 

"Twixt two extreams of Paſſion, Joy and Grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly. 
Baſt. This $ of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhall per do good, but ſpeak you on, 

You look. as you had ſomething more to ay, 
Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready to ai ſſolve, 


Hearing of this. a 

WA Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Help. help! O help! 

Edg. What kind of help? 

Alb. Speak Man. 

Edg. What means this Bloody Knife? 

Gent. Tis hot, it ſmoaks, it came even from the Heart 
Of— 0 ſhe's dedd. N 

Alb, Who's dead? Man. 

Gent. Your Lady, Sir, your Lady; and her Siſter - 
By her is poiſon d; ſhe confeſſes it. 

Baſt. I was contracted to them both, all 
Now marry in an inſtant. 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Enter Kent. 
Alb: Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. | 
[Gonerill and Regan's Bodies brought out. 

This Judgment of the Heav'ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. O! is this ſhe? 
The time wili not allow the Complement 
Which very Manners urge. 

Kent. I am come 


To bid my King and Maſter aye good Night, 
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Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot. i : 
Speak Edmund, where's the King? and where's Cordelia? 
Seeſt thou this Object, Kent ? 

Kent. Alack, why thus? 

Baſt. Yet Edmund was beloy'd: 

The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after, flew her ſelt. 

Alb. Even fo; cover their Faces. 

Baſt. I pant for Life; ſome good I mean to do 
Deſpight of mine own Nature. Quickly ſend, 

Be brief in it, to th' Caſtle, for my Writ | 
Is on the Life of Lear, and Cordelia: 
Nay, fend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O run—— 

Edg. To whom, my Lord? who has the Office? 
Send thy Token of Reprieye. 

Baft. Well thought on, take my Sword, 

Give it the Captain 

Edg. Haſte thee for thy Life. | 

Baft. He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me, 
= _ in the Priſon, and 

o lay t me upon her own Deſpair, 

That the fore-did ber elf. 
Alb. The Gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 
Enter Lear with Cordelia dead in his Arms. 

Lear. Howl, howl, how] O you are Men of Stones, 

Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'd uſe them fo, 
That Heav'ns Vault ſhould crack; ſhe's gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She's dead- as Earth: Lend me a Looking-Glaſs, 
If that her Breath will miſt or ſtain the Stone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 
Kent. Is this the promis'd End? 

. Or image of that horror. 

Fall and ceaſe. 

Lear. This Feather ſtirs, ſhe- lives; if it be ſo, 
It is a Chance which do's redeem all Sorrows 
That ever 1 have felt. 

Kent. Oh my good Maſter, 


90 King LE AX. 


Lear. Prethee away —— 
Edg. Tis noble Kent your Friend. R 
Lear. A upon you Murtherers, Traitors all, 
I might have ſav d her, now ſhe's gone for ever: 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha! — 
What is't thou ſay'ſt? her Voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
I kill'd the Slave that was a hanging thee. 
Gent. Tis true, my Lords, he did. 
I — — rs qo biting Faulchion 
ve the Day, with iti . 
I would have — h m — — old now 
And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine Eyes are none o'th' beft, Ill tell you APs. 
Kent. If Fortune brag of two, ſhe lov'd and > 
One of them we behold. 
Lear. This is a dull Sight, are you not Kent? 
Kent, The ſame; your Servant Kent ; 
Where is your Servant Caius ? 
Lear. He's a good Fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'll ſtrike, and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. 
Kent. No, my geod Lord, I am the very Man. 
Lear. I'll ſee that ſtraight. 
1 from * firſt of difference and decay, 
ve W — 
Lear. You — wet ither. | 
Kent. Nor no Man elfe ; all's cheerleſs, dark, and deadly: 
our eldeſt Daughters have fore-done themſelves, 
And deſperately are dead. 
Lear. Ay, ſo I think. 
Alb. He knows not what he ſays, and vain is it 
That we preſent us to him. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 
Edg. Very bootleſs. 

„ Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
4. That's but a Trifle : 
88 _ Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great Decay may come, 

Shall be apply d. For us, we will . 


To 
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To him our abſolute Power; to your Rights, [To 
With boot; and ſuch edition ns yous —— 8 
Have more than merited. All Friends ſhall taſte 
The Wages of their Virtue, and all Foes 
The Cup of their Deſervings: O ſee, ſee 
Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd: No, no, no Life? 
Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat have Life, 
And thou no Breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never never, never, never, 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you ſee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 
Look there, look there. [He Dies. 
Edg. He faints, my Lord. 
Kent. Break Heart, I prithee break, 
Edg. Look to my Lord. 
Kent. Vex not his Ghoſt, O let him paſs; he hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World 
Stretch him out longer. 
Edg. He is indeed. 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur d ſo long, 
He but uſurpt his Life. 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our nt Buſineſs 
Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you twain, 
e in this Realm, and the gor d State ſuſtain, 
Kent. I have a Journey, Sir, ſhortly to go, 
My Maſter calls me, I muſt not ſay no. [Dies; 
Edg. The weight of this ſad time we muſt obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay; 
The oldeſt hath born moſt, we that are young 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. 
¶Exeunt with a dead March, 
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MOOR of VENICE. 
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ITIRAGEDY. 


Printcd in the VE AR MDCCXIV. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


UKE of Venice. 
Brabantio, 4 noble Venetian, 
Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodovico, Kinſman to Brabantio and Gratiano. 
Othello, the Moor, General for the Venetians 
in Cyprus. 

Caſſio, his Lieutenant - General. 

Jago, Standard-bearer to Othello. 

Rodorigo, 4 Fooliſh Gentleman, in Love with 
Deſdemona. 

Montano, the Moors Predeceſſor in the Govern« 

ment of C 

Clown, . Moor . 

Herald. | 


Deſdemona, Dangbter to Brabantio, and Wife 
to Othello. 

Emilia, Fi 

Bianca, A 


to Jago. 
, Miſtreſs to Caſſio. 


Officers, Gentlewen, Meſſengers, Muſicians, and 
Attendants. 


SCENE. for the Firſt Aci in Venice; 
during the reſt of the Play in Cyprus. 


OTHEL- 


OTHE LL O, 


Mook of VENICE. 


un.. 


ACTI SCENE l. 


SCENE Penice. 


Enter Rodorigo and Jago. 


RODORIG 0. 
——_ VER tell me, I take it very unkindly, 
-| That thou, Tage who bal had my Purſe, 
«As if the Strings were thine, 
Shouldſt know of this. 
re.. Bur you'll not hear me. 

= SER If cer 1 did dream of ſuch a Matter, 
HA WE abhor me. 

Rod, Thou told'ſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate, 
Zage. Deſpiſe me | 
If I do not. Three preat ones of the City, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 
Oft Cap't to him: And by the Faith of Man) 
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T know 1 I am worth no worſe a Place. 

But he, as loving his own Pride and Purpoſes, 

Evades them, with a bumbaſt Circumſtance, 

Horribly ſtuft with Epithets of War; 

Non-ſuits my Mediators; for certes, ſays he, 

J have y choſe my Officer. And what was he? 

Forſooth, a great Arithmetician, 

One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 

A Fellew almoſt damn'd in a fair Wife, 

That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the Diviſion of a Battel knows 

More than a Spinſter, unleſs the Bookiſh Theorick, 

Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propoſe 

As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 

Is all his Soldierſhip. But he, Sir, had th' Election; 

And I, of whom his Eyes had ſeen the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other Grounds 

Chriſtian and Heathen, muſt be be- lee d, and calm'd 

By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-caſter, 

He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant be, 

And I, Sir, -bleſs the mark, his Moor-ſhip's Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his Hangman. 
Fago. Why there's no remedy, tis the curſe of Service; 

Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection, 

And not by old Gradation, where each ſecond 

Stood Heir to th firſt, Now, Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 

Whether I in any juſt term am Afﬀan'd 

To love the Moor? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
Jago. O, Sir, content you; | 

I tollow him te ſerve my turn upon him. 

We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Maſters 

Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking Knave, 

That, doting on his on obſequious Bondage, 

Wears out his time, much like his Maſter's Aſs, 

For nought but Provender, and when he's old, Caſheer d; 

Whip me ſach honeſt Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm'd in Forms and Viſages of Duty, 


Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelves; 


Aud 
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And throwing but ſhows of Service on their Lords, 
Do well thrive by them; and when they have lin'd their 
Coats, 
Do themſelves Homage. Theſe Fellows have ſome Soul, 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. For, Sir, 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo 
Were L the Moor, I would nut be Fago: 
In following him, I follow but my fc. 
Heav'n is my Judge, not I, for Love and Duty, 
But ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end: 
For when my outward Action doth demonſtrate 
The native Act and Figure of my Heart 
In Compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
For Daws to peck at; I am not what | am. 
Rod. What a full Fortune does the thick-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus? 
Jago. Call up her Father, 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 
Proclaim him in the Streets, incenſe her Kinimen, 
And tho he in a fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies: Tho” that his Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw ſach Chances of Vexation on't, 
As it may loſe ſome Colour. 
Rod. Here is her Father's Houſe, II call aloud. 
Fago. Do, with like timorous Accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is ſpied in Populous Cities. 
Rod What ho! Brabantio! Signior Brabantio! ho! 
Fago. Awake! what ho! Brabantio! Thieves. Thieves! 
Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and ycur Bags: 
Thieves! Thieves! 
Enter Brabantio above. 
Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible Summons ? 
What is the Matter there? 
Rod. Signior, is all ycur Family within? 
Fago. Are your Doors lock'd? 
Bra. Why? wherefore ask you this? 
Fago Sir, you're robb'd; for ſhame put on your Gown, 
Your Heart is burſt, you have loſt half your Soul; 
-  % . Wy E 


Even 
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Even now, very new. an old black Ram 


Is Tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 


Awake the ſnorting Cirizens with the Bel], 


Or elſe the Devil will make a Grandſire of you. 


Ariſe I ſay. 
Bra. What, have you loſt your Wits? 
Rod. Moſt Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice? 
Bra. Not I; what are you? 
Rod My Name is Rodorigo. 
Bra The worſer welcome; 


I have charg d thee not to haunt about my Doors: 


In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in Madneſs, 


Being full of Snpper, and diſtempering draughts, 


Upon malicicus Knavery, doſt thou come 


To ſtart my quiet. 


«Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My Spirits and my place have in their Power 


To make this bitter to thee. 


Rod. Patience good Sir. 

Bra. What tell ſt thou me of Robbing? This is Venice: 
My Houſe is not a Grange. 

Rod. Molt brave Brabantio, h 
In ſimple and pure Soul, I come te yon. : 

Fago. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Devilbid you. Becauſe we come todo you Service, 
2nd you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe, you'll have your Ne- 
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courſers for Couſins, and 
Gennets for Germans. 

Bra. What prophane Wretch art thou? 

Fago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you. your Daugh- 
ter and the Moor are making the Beaſt with two Backs. 

Bra. Thou art a Villain. 

Jago. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But. I beſeech you, 
It't be your Pleaſure, and moſt wile Conſear, 
As partly 1 find it is, that your fair Daughter, 
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At this odd Even and dull Watch o'th Night, 
Tranſported with no worſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundalier, 


To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 


If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the Senſe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I fay again, hath made a groſs Revolt. 
Tying ber Duty Beauty, Wit and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheel'ng Stranger, 
Of here and every where; ſtraight ſatisfie your ſelf. 
If ſhe be in your Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho! 
Give me a Taper----call up all my People,. 
This Accident 1s not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it —_— me already. 
Light, I fay, light 

Fago. Farewell; for I muſt leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my Place, 
To be produc'd, as if I ſtay, I fhall, 
Againſt rhe Moor. For 1 do know the State, 


However this may gall him with ſome check, 


Cannot with Safety caſt him. For he's embark'd 

With ſuch loud Reaſon to the Cyprus Wars, 

Which even now ſtands in Act, that for their Souls, 
Another of his fadom, they have none, | 

To lead their Buſineſs. In which regard, 

Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 

Yer, for neceſſity of preſent Life, 

I muſt ſhew our a Flag, and tign of Love, 

( Which is indeed but lign.) That you ſhall ſurely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed Search; 

And there will I be with him. So farewel, Exit. 
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Enter Brabantio in his Night-gown, with Servants and Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 

And what's to come of my deſpiſed Time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. Now, Rodorigo, 
Where did'ſt thou ſee her? Oh unhappy Girl 
With the Moor, ſaiſt thou! Who would be a Father? 
How did'ſt thou know 'twas ſhe? Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought — What ſaid ſhe to you? Get more Tapers--- 
Raiſe all my Kindred---are they Married, think you? 
Rod. Truly L chiak they are. 
Bra. Oh Heav'n! how .gat-ſhe out? 
Oh Treaſon of my Blood! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters Minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd? Have you not read, Rodorige, 
Of ſome {ſuch thing? 

Rod. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my Brothers; oh would you had had her! 
Some one way, ſome another. Do you kun 
Where we may apprebend her, and the Moor? 

Red. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. At cvery Houſe Ill call, 

I may command at moſt ; get Weapons, hoa! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might: 
On, good Rodorigo, I will delerye your Pains. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Ul. The. Streer. 


Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants, with Torches. 


Fago. Tho' in the Trade of War | have flan Men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuff o'th* Conſcience 


Jo do no contriv'd Murder: I take Iniqu ty 


Sometime to do me Service. Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk d him here under the Rib. 
Oth, Tis better as it is. | 
Fago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ipoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking Terms 
Againſt ycur Honour, that with the little God'ineſs I have, 
1 did full bard forbear him. Fut I prey you, Sir, 
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Are you faſt Married? Be aſſur'd of this, 
That the ifico is much beluy'd, 
And hath in his effect a Voice poteatial 
As double as the Dukes: He Will divorce you, 
Or put upon you, what Reftraint or Grievance, 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it om, 
Will give him Cable. 
Oh. Let him do his ſpight: 
My Services, which I have done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. *Tis yet to know, 
Which, when 1 know that boaſting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being 
From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
May ſpeak, unbonneted, to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, Jago, 
But that I love the le Deſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free Condition 
Put into Circumſcription and Confine, | 
For the Seas worth. But look! what Lights come yond 
Enter Caſſio with Torches. 
Jago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his Friends: 
You were beſt go in. 
Orth. Not I: I muſt te found. 
My Parts, my Title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. ls it they ? 
Jago. By Janus, | think no. 
Oth. The Servan's of th: Duke, and my Lieutenan: 
The Goodneſs of the Night upon you, Friends, 
What is the News? 
Caf. The Duke does greet you, General, 
And he requires your haſte, Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the Inſtant, 
0:h. What is the matter, think you? 
Ca/. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 
It is a Buſineſs of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very Night, at one anothers Heels: 
and many of the Conſuls, rais d and met, 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly call d for, 
gen being not at your Lodging to be found, 
E z The 
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The Senate hath ſent about three ſeveral Queſts, 


To ſearch you out. 
Orb. Tis well I am found by you: 
I will but ſpend a Word here in the, Houſe, 
And go with you, [Exit Othello. 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here? 
Fago. Faith, he to Night hath boarded a Land Carrac, 
If it prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. | 
Caf. I do not underſtand. 
Jago. He's married. 
Caſ. To whom? 
Jago. Marry to Come, 2 will you go? 
Euter Othe 


Orth. Have with you. 
Caſ. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 
Enter Brabantio; Rodorigo, with Ofjicers and Torches, 
Jago. It is Brabantio; General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad Intent. 
Oth. Holla! ſtand there. 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief, [They Draw on both ſides, 
Fago. You Rodorigo! Come, Sir, I am for ou 
Orb. Keep up your bright - Swords, for the Dew will 
ruſt em. Good Siguior, you ſhall more command with 
Years, than with your Weapons. 
Era. ON thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou Row'd my 
Daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her, 
For I'll refer me to all things of Senſe, 
If ſhe in Chains of Magick were not bound, 
Whether a Maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled Darlings of our Nation, ' 
Would ever have, tincur a general Mock, 
Run from her Guardage to the ſooty Boſum 
Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight? 
Judge me the World, if tis not groſs in Senſe, 
That thou haſt praftis'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with or Minerals; 
That weaken Motion: Ill have't diſputed on, 


Tis 
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'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking} 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an Abuſer of the World. a Practicer 
Ot Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant; 
= hold upon him, if he do reſiſt 
Sub due him at his peril. 

Orb. Hold your Hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 
Were it my Cue to fight I ſhould have known i: 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I g 
To anſwer this your Charge? 

Bra. To Priſon, till fit time 


Of Law, and Courſe of direct Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer. 


Oth. What if 1 do obey? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, - 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my fide, 
Upon ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State, 
To bring me to him. 
Offi. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
I am fare is ſent for. 
Bra. How! the Duke in council? 
In this time of the Night? bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle Cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own; 
For if ſuch Actions may have Paſſage free, 
Bond- ſlaves and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Senate Houſe. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 
Duke. There is no Compoſition in this News, 
That gives them Credit. 
1 Sen. Indeed, they are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine two hundred; ; 11 
E 4 But 
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But t they jump not on a juſt Account, 
As in theſe Caſes where the Aim reports, 
Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment; 
J do not ſo ſecure me in the Error, 
But the main Article I do approre, 
In fearful Senſe. 
Saylor within] What hoa! What hoa! What hoa! 
Enter Saylor. 
Ofi. A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Dake. Now |— What's the Buſineſs ? | 
Sail. The Turbiſh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angelo. 
Dube. How ſay you by this Change? 
1 Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. *Tis a Pageant | 
o keep us in falſe Gaze; when we conſider, 
Th' importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 
And let our ſeſves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, . 
So may he with more facile Queſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
Bur altogether lacks th' Abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muſt not think the Twrk is ſo unskilful, * 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt, 
Neglecting an Attempt of Eaſe and Gain. 
To wake and wage a Danger profitleſs. 
Duke. Nay, in Confidence he's got for Rhodes, 
OF. Here is more News. 
| Enter A Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there A . _ with an after go pl | 
1 Sen. Ay, ſo It ; how many, as you ? 
Meſ. Of r * now * do re- ſtem 
This backward Courſe, bearing with frank Appearance 
Their Purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signior Montane, - 


Your 
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Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free Duty, recommeads you thus, 
And prays you to belicve him. 

Duke. Tis certain then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not in Towa? 

1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us, 

To him, Poſt, Poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, _ Jago, Rodorigo, 
Officers, 

Dake. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Ottoman. 

I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior; 
We lackt yeur Counſel, and your help to Night. 

Bra. So did | yours; Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my Place, nor ought | heard of Buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed; nor doth the general Care 
Take hold on me. For my particular Grief 
Is of ſo Flood-gate, and o'er-bearing Nature, 

That it ingluts, and ſwallows other Sorrows, 
And yet is till it ſelf. 

Duke. Why? what's the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter! oh my Daughter 

Sm. Dead! 

Bra. Ay, to me. 

She is abus d, ſtollen from me, and corrupted 

By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; 
For Nature fo prepoſterouſly to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe, 

Sans Witchcraft could not 

Duke Who &er he be, that in this ſoul Proceeding, 
Hath thus il'd your Daughter of her ſelt, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the-birter Letter, 
After your own Senſe; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. | 

Bra. Humbly 1 thank your Grace. 
Here is the Man;.. this Moor, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
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Fath hither brought. 
All, We are very ſorry fort. 
Duke. What in your own part can you fay to this? 
Bra MS but this is 6 
Oth. Moſt potent, grave and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and — Maſters; 
That I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 
It is moſt true, true I have married her; 
The very Head, and Front of my offending, 
Hath this Extent; no more. Rude am I in my Speech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace; 
For fince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven Years Pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us d 
Their deareſt Action, in the tented Field; 
And little of this great World can I ſpeak. 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battel; 
a 22 little == I r Cauſe, 
n ing fer my ſelf. Yer gracious Patience, 
I will a 2 bre Tale Cheer, 
Of my whole courſe of Love. What Drugs, what Charms, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magick, 
(For ſuch Proceeding | am 'd withal,) 
I won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden, never bold; 
Ot Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at her ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpight of Nature, 
Ot Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfe&, 
That will confeſs Perfection ſo could err, 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out Practices of cunning Hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er j Blood, 
| Or with e to this Effect, 
\ He wrought u ; 
| Duke. To — this, is no Proof, 
Without more wider, and more over Teſt 
Than theſe thin Habits, and -w Likelyhoods 
Ot modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him, 


* 
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1 Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak, 
Did you, by indire& and forced Courſes, 
Subdue and poiſon this young Maid's Afſections? 
Or came it by Requeſt, and ſuch fair Queſtion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth? | 

Oth. I do beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Segttary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Father; 
If you do find me foul in her Report, 
The Truſt, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 

Duke. Fetch De-/demona hither. 

Otb. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the Place. 


[Exit Jago. 


And 'til! ſhe come, as truly as to Heay'n 
do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 
So juſtly to your grave Ears, il preſent 
How 1 did thrive in this fair Lady's Love, 
And ſhe in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oh. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, 
From Year to Year; the Battels, Sieges, Fortunes, 
That I have paſt. 
I ran it through, ev'n from my boyiſh Days, 
To th'very Moment that he bad me tell it: 
Wherein 1 ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous Chances, 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field; 
Of hair-bread:h Scapes i th imminent deadly Breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent Foe. 
And fold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 
And Portance in my Travels Hiſtory ; 
Wherein cf Antars vaſt, and Deſarts idle, | 
Rough Quarries,Rocks and ills, wheſe Head touch Heaven, 
It was my Hint to ſpeak, ſuch was my Proceſs; 
And of the Canibals that each other ear, 
The Anthropothagi; and Men whoſe Heads 
Did grow beneath their Shoul? ere. Theſe to hear, 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline; 
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But ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her hence, 

Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy Ear 

Devour up my Diſcourſe: Which 1 obſerving, 

Took once a — Hour, _ found 2 means 

To draw from her a Prayer of 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by Parcels "he ſomething heard, 

But not diſtindively: I did conſent, 

And often did beguile her of her Tears, 

When 1 did ſpeak. of ſore diſtreſsful Stroke, 

oe my Youth ſuffer d. My Story being done, 
42 me for my Pains a world of Kiſſes; 

She ore in faith, ".eveas ſtrange, twas paſſing ſtrange, 


"Twas pitiful, twas wondrous pitiful —— 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard.it, — yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That Heav'n had made her ſuch a Man——fhethank'd me, | 
And bad me, if I had a Fiiend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my Story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I ſpake, 
She lov'd me for the Dangers I have paſt, 
And I loy'd her, that: ſhe 0 00 ty them. 

s only is the witchcraft 1 pa. us d. 
Here comes the Lady, let her vritneſs it. 

— Deſiemons, | Jago, and Attendants. 
Duke. I thigk, this Tale would wia my Daughter too: 

Brabantia, take up this mangled matter ac the beſt, 
Men do their broken Per uſe, 
" 3 EI Hands. 

ou hear her ſſ 
1 Acad $ that ſhe was 1 
Deſtrution on my Head, if my bad blame 
Light on the ln Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs, 
Do you perceive in all this noble Company, 
Wberę moſt you owe Obedience? 
Deſ. My noble Father, 

i go perceive Lere a divided Duty; 
To you I am bound for Life, and Education: 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 
e You are the Lord of Duty, 
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And ſo much Duty as m omg wk . 

To you. ferring you before ather; 

So — r that I may profeſs 

Due to the Moor, my Lord. 
Bra. God be with you: I have done. 

Pleaſe it your. Grace, on to the State Affairs; 

I had makes to adopt a Child than ger it. 

Come hither, Meor.- | 

I here do give thee that with all my Heart. 

Which, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart 

I would keep from thee, For your fake, Jewel, 2 

1 am glad at Soul, I have no other Child, 

For thy eſcape would teach me Tyranny 

To hang Clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 
Duke. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf; and lay a Sentence, 

Which, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe Antony 

When Remedies are paſt, the, Griefs are ended 

By ſeeing the worſt, which late · on hopes depended. 

To meurn a Miſchief that is paſt and gene, 

Is the next way to draw new Miſchief on. 

What cannot he preſcrv'd when Fortunes takes, 

Patience her, Injury. a mackery makes. 

The robb d that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief, 

He robs himſelf, that ſpends a >gotlefs Grief, 8 
Bra. So: let the Twrk of Cyprus us beguile, 

We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile; 

He bears the Sentence well, that nething bears, 

But the free Comfort which from thence he hears. 

But he hears both the Senrence, and the Sorrow, 

That to pay Grie{, muſt. of poor Patience borrow. 

Theſe Sentences. to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being ſtrong on both Sides, arg. equivocal. 

But Words are Words; I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz'd Heart was pierced through the Ear. 

I humbly beſeech you proceed to th' Affairs of State. 
Duke. The Turk, with a moſt migh'y Preparation, mikes 

for Cyprus; Othello, the Fortitude ot i. e Place is beſt kn wn 

to you, And though we have there a Subititute of moſt 

Wowed fufticiency ; yet Opinion, as 
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ſtreſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe Voice on you; you 

muſt therefore be content to ſlubber the groſs of your 

new Fortunes, with this moſt ſtubborn and boiſterous 
ition. 

Oth. The Tyrant Cuſtom, moſt grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and ſteel Coach of War 
My thrice- driven Bed of Down. I do agnize 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 
I find in hardneſs; and do undertake 

This preſent War againſt the Ottomites. 

Moſt humbly — bending to your State, 
I crave fit Diſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due Reverence of Place and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Father's. 

Bra. I will not have it ſo. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Deſ. Nor —— I there reſide, 

To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 

By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 

To my unfolding lend your proſperous Ear, 

And let me find a Character in your Voice 

Taſſiſt my Simpleneſs. 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemena ? 

Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right Violence, and Storm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the World My Heart's ſubdu d 
Even to the very Quality of my Lord; 

I ſaw Ochello's Viſage in his Mind, 

And to his Honours and his valiant Parts 

Did I my Soul and Fortunes conſecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for why I love him are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his dear Abſence, Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your Voices, Lords; h you, let her Will 
Have a free way. | 
Vouch with me Heav a, I therefore beg it not 
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To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite; 
Nor to comply with Heat the young 
In my defun&, and proper Satis faction; 
But to be free, and bounteous to her Mind. 
And Heay'n defend your good Souls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great Buſineſs ſcant 
When ſhe is with me — No, when light-wing'd Toys 
Of Feather d Cupid, feel with wanton dulneſs 
— ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtrument, 3 
t my Dit; corrupt and taint my ; 
Let — mee a Skillet of my Helm, 
And all indign and baſe Adverſities, 
Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 
Dake. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ftay or going; th' Affair cries baſte; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. 
Sen. You muſt away to Night. 
Oth. With all my Heart. 
Duke. At nine i'th* Morning bere we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome Officer behind, 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring — ay 
And ſuch things elſe of Quality and Reſpect 
As doth import to you. 
Orth. So pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 
A Man he is of Honeſty and Truſt, 
To his Con I aſſign my Wife, 
With what elſe needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
Good Night « — And Noble Signi 
t to one. 10x. 
If Views no delighted Beauty lack, * 
Veur Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. [ Exit, 
Orb. My Life upon her Faith. Honeſt Jago, 
My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee; 
I prethee let thy Wife attend on her, 
And bring them after in their beſt Advantage. 
Come, Deſdemona, I have but an Hour 
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Of Love, of world!y Matter, and Direction 
To ſpeak with thee. We muſt obey the time. [ Exit. 
Rod. Fago. 
. ſayeſt thou, noble Heart? 
Rod. What will I Nur thou? 
ago. Why, go to and a 
— I wi conticencs — my ſelf. 

Fage. It thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. Why, 
thou filly Gentleman 

Rod. It is Sillineſs to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a. Preſcription to dye, when Death is 
cur Phyſician. 

Fage. Oh villanous! I have look'd upen the World for 
four times ſeven Years, and fince 1 could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt 2 Benefit and an Injury, I never found Man that 
knew how to love himſclf. Eer I would ſay, I would. 
drown my felt for the love of a Guinney- Hen, I would 
change my Humanity with a Baboon. 

Rod. What ſhould Ido, | confeſs it is my Shame to be 
ſo fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 

ago. Virtue? a Fig, tis in our ſelves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, or. 
ſow Lettice; ſet Hyxſſop, and werd up Time; ſupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diſtract it with many; ei- 
ther have it fteril with Idleneſs, or manured with Indu- 
ſtry, why the Power and corrigible Authority of this lyes 
in our Will, If the Ballance of our Lives had not one 
Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Senſuality, the Blood 
and Baſeneſs of our Natures would conduct us to moſt 
prepoſterous Concluſions. But we have Reaſon, to ccol 
our raging Motions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted Luſts; 
whereof I take. this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, or 
Syen. 
T Red. It cannot be. | 

Fago. It is meerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a Permiſſion 
of the Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy ſelt? drown » 
Cats and blind Puppies. I have profeſt me thy Friend, 
and | confeſs me knit to thy Delerving, with Cables of 
Ferdurable touglineſs, I could neyer better ſieed thee than 

now. 


Moor. of Ve nice. 113 


now. Put Mony in thy Purſe; follow thou theſe Wars, 
defeat thy Favour with an uſurped Beard; 1 fay, put 
Mony in thy Purſe. It cannot be long that Defdemons 
ſhould continue her Love to the- Moor. Put Mony in 
thy Purſe — nor he his to her. It was a violent Com- 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable Se- 
queſtration, but put Mony in thy Purſe. Theſe Moors are 
changeable in their Wills; fill thy Purſe with Mony. The 
Food that to him, now, is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to 
him ſhortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She muſt. change 
for Youth; when . ſhe is ſated with his Body, ſhe will 
find the Errors ot her Choice. Therefore put Mony in 
thy Purſe. It thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the Mony 
thou canſt. If Sanftimony and a frail Vow betwixt an 
erring Barbarian and ſuper-ſubtle Venetian be not too hard 
for my Wits, and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy | 
her; therefore make Mony. A Pox of drowning thy 
ſelf, it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather to be 
hang d in compaſſing thy Joy, than to be drown d, and- 
go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faſt o my Hopes, if I depend on 
the lſſue? 

Fage., Thou art ſure of me: Ga make Mony. I have 
rold thee often, and I re- tell thee again and again, I hate the 
Moor. My Cauſe is hearted; thine hath- no leſs reaſon, 
Let us be conjunctive in our Revenge againſt him. If thou 
canſt cuckold him. thou doſt thy felt a Pleaſure, mea Sport. 

are many Events in the womb- of Time, which 
will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy Mony. We 
will have mere of this to Morrow. deu. | 

Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th* Morning? 

Zage.- At my Lodging. 

725 IU be with — betimes. 8 

age. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo! 
Rod, I'll fell all my Land. f [ Exit, 
Jago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purſe; 
For I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 
If 4 would Time expend with ſuch a Swain, 
But for my Sport and Profit; I hate the Moor, 


And 
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And it is thought abroad, that twixt my Sheets 

He has done my Office. I know not if't be true 
But I, for meer Suſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety, He holds me well —— 

The betrer ſhall my Purpoſe work on kim; 

Caso a proper Man: Let me fee now, 

To 12 this place, and to plume up my Will 

In double Knavery—— How ? how?— Les's fee — 
After ſome time, to abuſe Orhello's Ears, 

That he is too familiar with his Wife — 

H- hath a Perſon. and a ſmooth Diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe, 

The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo, 

And vrill as tenderly be led by th' Noſe 

As Aſſes are: 

I have't — it is ingendred Hell and Night 

Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth to the Worlds light. [Exie. 


— — 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


SCENE The Capital City of Cyprus; 
Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. HAT, from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea? 
W 1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought 
Flood | 


I cannot 'rwixt the Hea'ns and the Main 


Deſcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the Wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne er ſhook our Battlements ; 
If it hath ruffian'd fo upon the Sea, 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties? What ſhill we hear of this? 
2 Gent. A ion of the Twrtiſh Fleet; 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow ſeems to pelt rhe Clouds, 


The 
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The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 
Seems to caſt Water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th ever fixed Pole; 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Mont. If that the Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelrer'd and embay'd, they are drown d: 
It is impoſſible to bear it our. 

| Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are done: 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Twrks, 
That their defignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wrack and Sufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Mont. How! is this true? 

3 Gent, The Ship is put in; a Vereneſſo, Michael Caſſo, 
Licutenant of the Warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on Shore; the Moor himf{cif's at Sea, 
And is in full Commiſſion here tor Cyprus. 

Mont. | am . "Tis a wort rn — 

3 Gent. But this ſame Caſio, he ſpeak © 
Touching the Twrkiſh Lots, ITS fadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſafe; for they were parted 
With foul and vielent Tempeſt. 

Mons. Pray Heay'ns he be: 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide, hoa, 
As well to ſee the Veſſel] that comes in, 
As to throw out our Eyes for brave Othello, 
Even *cill we make the Main and th Erial blue, 
An indiſtinct Regard. 

Gent. Come, let's do ſo; 
For every Minute is expectancy 


Of more Arrivance. 


Caſ. Thanks ycu, the valiant 
That ſo approve the Moor: Oh 
ove inſt the Elements, 
or I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. 
Mant. Is he well ſhipp'd? 


it 
H 
| 
! 
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Caf. His Bark is ſtoutly timber d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv d Allowance ; 

Therefore my Hopes, not ſerfeited to Death, 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caſ. What Noiſe? 

Gent. The. Town is empty; on the Brow o'th' Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry a Sail. 

Caſ. My Hopes do- ſhape him for the Governor. 

Gent. They do diſcharge their fhot of Courteſie, 
— at leaſt. k 

- I ptay you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us trch wh th that is arrived. 

Gent. I ſhall. 

Mont. But, Lieutenant, is your General wiyd? 

Caſ. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That Paragons Deſcription; and wild Fame: 

Oae that excels the Quirks of blazoning Peas, 
And in th' eſſential v of Creation, 

Do's bear an Excellency — 

| | Enter Gentleman. 

How now? who has put in : 

Gent. Tis one Jago, Ancient to the General. 

Caſ. Has had moſt favourable and happy Speed; 
Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas, and howling Winds, 
The gutter'd Rocks, and congregated Sands, 

Traitors enſteep d, to clog the guiltleſs Reel, 
As having Senſe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go fafely by - 
The Divine Deſdemons. - 

Mont. What is _ , f 

Caſ. She that | ſpake of, our great Captain's Captain? 
Left 1 the Conduct of the bold Jago, 

Whoſe Footing here anticipates our Thoughts, 

A Sennight's Speed. Great Fove, Othello guard, 
And ſwell this Sail with thine own powertul Breath, 
That he may blels this Bay with his tall Ship, 

Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's Arms, 

Give renew'd Fire to our extinguiſh'd Spirits, 

And give all Cyprus comfort—— - 


[Pits 
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Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Rodorigo, and Amilia, 
Oh behold! 
*The Riches of the Ship is come on Shore: 
You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees. 
Hail ta thee, Lady! and the Grace of Heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
Def. I thank you, valiant Caffo, 
What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 
Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know 1 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here, 
- Def. Oh but I fear — how loſt you Company? 
| Caf. The great Contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark, a Sail! 
Within.) A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent. They give —__—_— to this Cittadel: 
This likewiſe is a Friend. 
Caf. See for the News: 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs; 


[To Zmilia, 
Let it not gall your Patience, good Fago, 
That 1 extend my Manners. *Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold Shew of Courteſie. 

Jago Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue ſhe oft beftows on me, 

You would have enough, 

Def. Alas! ſhe has no 8 

75 In faith, too much; 

i it ſtil}, when I have liſt ta ſleep; 
Marry before your Ladyſhip, I grant, 
She pu's her Tongue a little in her Heart, 
And chides with thinkiag. 

mil. . You have linle cauſe to fay ſo. 

Jago Come on, come on; you are Pictures out of Doors, 
Bells in your Parlors, Wild- Cats in your Kitchens, 
Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offen ted, 

Players in your Huſwifery, and Hutwives in your Beds. 

Deſ Oh, fie-upon thee, Slanderer. 

Jago. Nay, it is true; or cle | am a Turk, 

Yuu rue to play, ard go to Bed to work. 
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Emil. You ſhall not write my Praiſe. 


Fago. No, let me not. 

Def. What wouleſt write of me, if thou ſhouldſt praiſe me 

Jago. Oh gentle Lady, do nor put me tot, 
For 1 am nothing, if not Critical. 

Deſ. Come on. aſſay. There's one gone to the Harbour 

Fago. Ay, Madam. 

Def. | am not merry; but I do ile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming othervyiſe; 

Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me? 

Jago. I am about it, but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 
out Brains and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe is 
delivered. 


be fair and wiſe, Fairneſs and Wit, 
14. det uſe, the 2 it. 8 


Def. Well prais d; how if ſhe be black and witty? 


Faso. If ſhe be black, and thereto bave 4 Wi, 
Shell find a White that ſhall ber Blackneſs fit. 


Def. Worſe and worſe, 
mil. How if fair and fooliſh ? 
ago. She never yet was fooliſh that was fair, 
For even her Folly helpt her to 7 Heir. 4 
Def. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes. to make Fools laugh 


7th' Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou for her 
that's foul and fooliſh? 


ago. There's thereunt 
iT foul Pranks, 2 3 _— 


Deſ. Oh heavy Ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt beſt. 
But what Praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſerving Wo- 
man indeed ? One, that in the Authority of her Merit, did 


juſtly put on he vouch of very Malice it ſelf, 


Jago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had Tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lackt Gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her Wiſh, and yet ſaid Now I may; 
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She that being anger d, her Revenge being nigh, 
Bad her Wrong ſt1y. and her Diſpleaſure fly; 

She that in Wiſdom never was [0 

To charge the Cod's Head for the Salmon's Tail; 
She that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her Mina, 
See Suitors follommg. and nos look behmd ; 

She was a Wight (if ever ſuch Wight were ) 

Deſ. To do what? 

Jago. To ſuckle Fools, and Chronicle ſmall Beer. 

Deſ. Oh moſt lame and impotent Conclufion. Do not 
learn of him, Emilia tho' he be thy Husband How 
Ry you, Caſſio, is he not a moſt profane and liberal Coun- 

llor? 

Caf. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh him 
more in the Soldier, than in the Scholar. 

Fago. Aſide.) He takes her by the Pam; ay, well faid 
—— whiſper —— With as little a Web as this. will 1 en- 
ſnare as great a Fly as Caſſie. y, ſmile upon her, do 
I will gyve thee in thine own Courtſhip. You fay true, 
tis fo indeed —— If ſuch Tricks as ſtrip you out of 
your Licutenancy, it had been beiter you had not kiſs'd 
your three Fingers ſo oft, which new again you are 
moft apt to play the Sir in. Very goed — well kif'd, 
and excellent Curteſie tis ſo indeed — Vet again 
your Fingers to your Lips? Would they were Cliſter- 
pipes for your fake. [ Trumpet, 
The Moor, I know his Trumpet. 

Caf. Tis truly ſo. ; 

Deſ. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caſ. Lo, where he comes! | 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. O my fair Warrior! 

Deſ. My dear Othello. 

Och. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 

To ſce you here before me. O my Soul's Joy! 
It after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 


May the Winds blow, till they have waken'd Death: | 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills ef Seas 

Olympus high; and duck as low | 

If were now to dic, 

*T were | 


As Hell's from Heav'a. ITI 
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Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content ſo abſolute, 
That not another Comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknewn Fare. 
De/ The Heav'ns forbid, | 
But that our Loves and Comforts ſhould increaſe, 
Even as our Days do grow. 
Oth. Amen to that, ſweet Powers! 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 
It ſtops me here: It is too much of Joy, 
And this and this the greateſt Diſcords - [King ber. 
That e er our Hearts make. 
| Fago. Oh you are welltun'd now; but I'll ſet down the 


' Fegs that make this Muſick, as honeſt az Iam. { Aſide. 


Oth. Come, let's to the Caſtle. | 
Now, Friends, our Wars are done; the Turks are drown'd. 
How does my old Acquaintance in this Iſle? 
Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus 
I have found great Love amongſt them. 'O my Sweet, 
] prattle out of faſhion, and I dote 
In mine own Comforts. I prethee, good Fago, 
Go to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers: 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Cittadel. 
He is a good One, and his Worthineſs 


Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemena, 


4 


Once more well met at Cyprus. | 
Exeunt Othello and De ſdemona. 

Fago. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be'ſt valiant; as they ſay, baſe Men 
being in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, 
more than is Native to them -— liſt me; the Lieutenant 
to Night watches on the Court Guard. Firſt, I muſt 
tell thee this: Deſdemona is diredly in Love with him. 
Rod. With him? why, tis not poſſible. | 

Jago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be in- 
ſtructed. Mark me with what Violence ſhe lov'd the 
Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical Lies. 
To love him ſtill tor prating, let not thy diſcreet Heart 
think it. Her Eye muſt be ted. And what Delight 2 


ES 
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ſhe have to look on the Devil? When the Blood is made 
dull with the Act of Sport, there ſhould be a game to 
inflame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh Appetite; Lovelineſs 
in favour, Sympathy in Years, Manners, and Beauties: 
All which the Moor is defective in. Now for want of 
theſe requir'd Conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will 
find it ſelf abus d, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and 
abhor the Moor; very Nature will i her in it, 

and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, this 
granted, (asit is amoſt and unforc'd Pofition ) 
who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as 
Caſſio docs? A Knave very voluble; no further Conſcio- 
nable, than in putting on the meer form of Civil and Hu- 
man ſeeming, for the better compaſs of his Salt, and moſt 
hidden looſe Affection? Why none, why none. A ſlippery 
and ſubtile Knave, a finder of Occaſions; that has an 
Eye can ſtamp and counterfeit Advantages, though true - 
Advantage never preſent it ſelf. A Deviliſh Knaye! be- 
fides, the Knave is handſom, young, and bath all thoſe 
Requiſites in him. that Folly and green Minds look after. 
A peſtilent compleat Knave! and the Woman hath found 
him already. | 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd Condition. 

Jago. Bleſg'd Figs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is made 
of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſe d, ſhe would never have 
loy'd the Moor: Bleſs'd Pudding. Didſt thou not ſee 
her paddle with the palm of his Hand? Didſt not mark 
that? | 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but Courteſie. 

Tage. Letchery, by this Hand; An Index, and obſcure 
Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt, and foul Thoughts. They 
met ſo near with their Lips. that their Breaths embrac'd | 
ther, Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when theſe Mutabili 
ties ſo marſhal the way, bard at hand comes the Ma- 
ſter, and main Exerciſe, th' i Concluſion : Piſh-- 


bave brought x 
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ing too loud, or tainting his Diſcipline, or from what o- 


ther courſe you pleaſe, which the time ſhall more favou- 


rably miniſter. 


Rod. Well. 
Fago. Sir, he's Raſh, and very ſudden in Choler: And 
happily may ftrike at you, ovoke him that he may; for 
— thoſe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whole Qualification ſhall come into no true Taſte again, 
but by diſplanting of Caſſo. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 


journey to your Deſires by the means I ſhall then have 


to prefer them. And the Impediments moſt profitably re- 
Jams — the which there were no expectation of 
-our P rity. 
Rod. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any Oppor- 
tunity. 
. I warrant thee, Meet me by and by at the Citta- 


ago 
af I muſt fetch his Neceflaries aſhore. Farewel. 


-Rod. Adicu. [ Exit. 
. Fago. That Caffio loves her, I do well believe't: 

That ſhe loves him, tis apt, and of great Credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 

Is of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, 

And I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona 

A moſt dear Husband. Now I do love her too, 
Not out of abſolute Luſt, though peradventure 

I Rand accountant for as great a Sin, 

But partly led to diet my Revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 

Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts whereof, 
Dotz, like a poiſonous Mineral, gnaw my Inwards; 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul 
Till I am even'd with him, Wife for Wife: 
Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moor, 

At leaſt into a Jealouſie fo ſtrong, 

That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
a poor Traſh of Venice, whom | trace 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 
Fil — Michael Caſſie on ths bp. 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the right garb, 
Far 4 fcar Caffo with my Night Cap too, 
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Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
Pay him egregioully — Aſs, 
| is Peace 
2 © Tis — — confus d, 
Knaveries plain Face is never ſeen till us'd. [ Exit. 
Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 

Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our Noble and Valiant Ge- 
neral; that upon certain Tidings now arriv'd, importing the 
meer Perdition of the Turkiſh Fleet, every Man put him- 
ſelf into Triumph. Some to dance, ſome to make Bone- 
fires, each Man to what Sport and Revels his addiction 
leads him. For beſides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptial. So much was his pleaſure ſhou'd 
be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full li- 
berty of Feaſting, from this preſent hour of Five, till the 
Bell have toll'd eleven. 

Bleſs the Iſle of Cyprus, and our noble General Othello. 
| Exit. 

Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Ati ; 

Orth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to Night. 
Let's teach eur ſelves that honourable ftop, 

Not to out- ſport Diſcretion. 

Caſ. Jago hath qr uy what to do. 

But notwithſtaading with my perſonal Eye 
Will Ilook tot. . 12 

Oth. Jago is moſt honeſt: 

Michael, good Night. To Morrow with your earlieſt, 

Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear Love, 

The Purchace made, the Fruits are to enſue, 

That Profit's yet to come tween me and you. 

Good Night. [ Exit. 
7k Eater Jags. 

Caſ. Welcome, Fago: We muſt to the Watch. 

Jago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: tis not yet ten o'th' 
Clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the love of his 
Deſdemona: Whom let us not — blame; he hath 
not yet made wanten the Night with her: And ſhe ig 
ſport for . | 51 
's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 

Jago. And III warrant her full of Game. | 
_ - | Caſ 
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Caf. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate Creature; 
Fago. What an Eye ſhe has? h 
Methinks it ſounds a Parley to Proyocation. 
Caf. An inviting Eye; 
And yet methinks right modeſt. 
Fago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 
Is it not an Alarum to Love? 
Caf. She is indeed Perfection. | 
Fago. Well, Happineſs to their Sheets: Come, Lieute- 
nant, 1 have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without are a brace 
of Gallants, that would fain have a meaſure to the 
Health of 328 * | 
Not to Night, 0: I have v and 
— Brains for ro wendy could well wiſh Courte- 
fie would invent ſome other cuſtom of Eatertainment. 
1 Oh, they are our Friends: But one Cup Ill drink 
ou. | | 
: Cal. I have drunk but one Cup to Night, and that was 
craftily qualified too: And behold what Innovation it makes 
here. 1am unfortunate in the Infirmity, and dare not 
task my weakneſs with any more. 
Jags What, Man? tis a Night of Revels, the Gallants 
it. 
| Caf. Where are they? 
Fate. Here at the Door; I pray you call them in. 
Caf. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. [Exit Caſſio, 
Jago. If I can faſten but one Cup upon him, 
With that which he bath drunk to Night already, 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 
As my Miftreſs's Dog. 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 
To Deſaemona hath to Night carouz'd, 
Potations, pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
Three elſe of , Noble ſwelling Spirits, 
That hold their Honours in a wary diſtance, 
The very Elements of this Warlike Ile, _ 
Have I to Night fluſter'd with flowing Cups, | 
And they watch too. Now 'mongſ this flock of Drunkards, 
Am I to put our Caſio in ſome Aﬀtion , 


* - 


* 
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That may offend the Iſle. But here they come. 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and G 
If Conſequence do but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, with Wind and Stream. 
- Caf. Fore Heav 'n, * given me a rouſe already. 


= Good faith a one: Not paſt a Pint, as lama 
ler. 8 
Jago. Some Wine ho! [Jago ſings, 
| And let me the Canakin clink, clink, 


Lind let me the Canakin clink. 
A Soldier's a Man; Oh, Man's Life's but a Span; 
Why then let a Soldier drink. 

Some Wine, Boys. 

Caf. Fore Heav'n, an excellent Song. 

Fago. I learn'd it in England: Where indeed they are 
moſt porent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
your -— bx ,---drink ho---are nothing to 

gliſh. 


Caf. Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite in his drinking? 
Jago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your 
dead Drunk. He {wears not to overthrow your Almain. 
—_— your Hollander a Vomit, ere the next Pottle can 


Caf. To the Health of our General. 
Mon. I am for it, Lieutenant: And I'll do you Juſtice, 
Fago, Oh ſweet England. 


King Stephen was and worthy Peer 

His Breeches coſt bim bus s Crown, 

He held them {ix Pence all too dear, 

With that be call d the Tailor Lown: 

He was a Wight of high Renown, 

And thou art but of low degree: 

*Tis Pride that pulls the Country down, ' 

And take thy amd Cloak about thee. 
Some Wine ho. | | 
E exquiſite Song than the - 
other. 
Fass. Will you hear't again? 
8 Ca/. 
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Caf. No, for I hold him to be unwerthy of his Place, 
that does thoſe things. Well----Heaven's above all; and 
there be Souls that muſt be ſaved, and there be Souls muſt 
not be ſaved. 

Fago. It's true, good Lieutenant. | 

. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any Man of Quality; 1 hope to be ſaved. 
| Fago« And ſo do I too, Lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but by your leave, not before me. The Lieu- 
tenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient, Let's have no more 
of this; let's toour Affairs. Forgive our Sins----Gentlemen, 
let's look to our bufineſs. Do not think, Gentlemen, I am 
Drunk: This is my Ancient, this is my right Hand, and 
this Ae left. I am not drunk now; I can ſtand well 
enough, and I ſpeak well 

One Why "Hans ound acerhind: chan, Got 

a well then: not thi 
I am drunk. ed . [ Exit. 
* Platform, Maſters, come, let's ſee the 
at | 
Fate. You ſee this Fellow that is before, 
He is a Soldier, fit to ſtand ſtand by Se, 
And give Direction. And do but ſee his Vice, 
"Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. *Tis pity of him; 
I fear the Truft Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his Infirmity, 
Will ſhake this Iſland. | 

Mon. But is he often thus? 

* Tis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 
He'll watch the Horologue a dcuble Set, 
If Drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it: 

Perhaps he ſees ir not, or his good Nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſſio, 
And looks not on his Evils: Is not this true? 
| | Enter Rodorigo. 

Jago. How now, Rodorigo! 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 


[Exit Rod. 
Mont: 
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Mont. And tis pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſt DL as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft Infirmity ; 
It were an honeſt Action, to ſay ſo 
To the Moor, 
Fago. Not I, for this fair Iſland; 
1 do love Caſſio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Rodorigo. 
Caf. You Rogue! you Raſcal! —— 
Mon, What's the matter, Lieutenant? 
Caf. A Knave teach me my Duty ? I'll beat the 
nave into a Twiggen Bottle. 
Rod, Beat me—— 
Caf. Doſt thou Rogue? 
Mon. Nay. 1 [Staying bim. 
I pray you, Sir, hold your Hand. 
Caſ. Let me go Sir, or I'll know you o'er the Mazzard. 
Mon, Come, come, you're drunk. 


7255 Away I fay, go out and cry a ins 20 
[Exit Rodorigo, . 


Nay, good Lieutenant Alas, Gentlemen —— 
Help ho! —— Lieutenant—— Sir Montano —— 
Help Maſters! Here's a goodly Watch indeed —— 
Who's that which rings the Bell — - Diablo, ho! 
[ Bell ing: 
The Town will riſe. Fie, fie, Lieutenant! 
You will te ſham'd for ever. 
Exter Othello, and Attendants. 
Orb. What is the matter here? 
Mon. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th' Death. 
Oth, Hold for your Lives, 
Jago. Hold ho! Lieutznant--- Sir Montano--Gentlemen-- 
Have you forgot all ow of Sente and Duty? | 
Hold. "The General peaks to you — hold tor ſhame —— 
Oth. Why how now ho? from whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks? and to our felves do that 
Which Heav'n hath forbid the Oztomites ? 
For Chriſtiaa ſhame, * 
+ He 
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He that ſtirs next to carve for his own Rage, 
— . ht: He dies upon his Motion. 


Silence that ful Bell. it frights the Iſle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, Maſters ? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak: Who began this? On thy Love I c thee. 
Fago. I do not know; Friends all, but now, even now 

In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Diveſting them for Bed; and then, but now —— 
As if ſome Planet had unwitted Men, 
—_—_ and tilting one at other's Breaſts, 

n Oppolition I cannot ſpeak 
Any — to ood. peeviſh Odds. 
And would in Action — I had loſt 
Thoſe Legs that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Caſ. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 
Och. Worthy Montaxo, you were wont to be civil: 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your Youth 
The World hath noted. And you Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeft cenſure, What's the matter, 


That = unlace your Reputation thus, 


And ſpend your rich LOR, for the Name 
Of a Night brawler? 21 me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, Fa go, can inform you, 


While 1 ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends me; 
Of all that 1 do know, nor know I ought 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night, 
Unleſs Self-charity be ſometimes a Vice, 
And to defend as ſelves it be a Sin, 
When Violence aſſails us. 

Orb. Now, by Heav'n, 
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Tho' he had twinn'd with me, both at a Birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, in a Town of War, 
Yet wild, the Peoples Hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrel? 
In Night, and on the Court and Guard of ſafety? 
Tis monſtrous. - Fago, who began't ? | 
Mon. If partially affin'd. or league in Office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than Truth, 
Thou art no Soldier. 
Jago. Touch me not ſo near: 
I had rather have this Tongue cut from my Mouth; 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael . 
Yet I perſwade my ſelf. to ſpeak ſo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: 
Montano and my ſelf being in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Ca following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his — | 
My ſelf the crying Fellow did purſue, 
Left by his Clamour, as it ſo fell out, 
The Town might fall in fright, He, ſwift of Foot, 
Out-ran my purpoſe: And I return'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caſſo high in Oath; which till to Night 
I ne'er might ſay befcre. When | came back, 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them. | 
More of this matter cannot I reporꝰ. 
Bur Men are Men; the beſt ſometimes forget; 
Tho' Caſſo did ſume little wrong to him, 
As Men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely Caſi 1 believe, receiv'd, 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange Indignity, 
Which Patience could not paſs. | 
Oth. I know, Jag 
Thy Honeſty and Love doth mince this Matter, 
Making it light to Caſs. Caſſio 1 love thee, 
But never more be Otficer of mine. 
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Enter Deſde mona atrended. 
Look if my pe gentle 1 not rais'd up: 
whe l thee an Ex 
EN the — Dear? 
a weeting; 
Come, awa 0 Bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My {elf will be Surgeon, Lead him off: 
Fago, look with care about the Town, 
And filence thoſe er hon this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſdemons, 'tis the Soldiers Life, 
To have their balmy Slumbers wak'd with Strife. [ Exemunt, 
Manent Jago and Caſſio. 
Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? 
Caf. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 
4 ar, Heav'n forbid. 
eputation, Reputation, Reputation! Oh I have 
* 4 i be e I have loſt the immortal part of my 
ſelf, = 
my 


e n I had thought 

d ſome bodily ad there is more Na 
than in benen ation. is an idle, and moſt falſe 
Impoſitien; * t Merit, and loſt without de- 
ſerving. You have loſt no Reputation at all, unleſs you 
repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer, What Man there are 
more ways to recover the General again. You are but now 
caſt in his Mood, a Puniſhment more in Policy, than in 
Malice, even ſo as one would beat his offenceteſs to 
affright an imperious Lion. Sue to him again, and 
ours. 
? Caf. I will rather ſue to be deſpis d, than to deceive 
ſo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and 
ſo inciſcreet an Officer. Drunk? and ſpeak, Parrot? And 
{quabble? Swazger? Swear? And diſceurſe Fuſtian with 
ones own Shadow? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine! 
— Name to be known by, let us call thee 

Jato. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword? 
what had he done to you? 21 


1 My Reputation, 3 
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Caſ. I know not. 

Jago. Ist poſſible? · 

Caf. I remember a Maſk of things, but nothing diſtinct - 
ly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that Men 

Id put an Enemy in their Mouths, to ſteal away their 
Brains? That we ſhenld with joy, pleaſance, revel and 
applauſe, transform our ſelves into Beaſts 

Tage Why, but you are now well enough: How came 
you thus recover'd ? 

Caf. It hath pleas'd the Devil, Drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelf. 

Jago. Come, you are ton ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the Condition of this Country ftar.ds, 
I could heartily wiſh this had not befaln: Bur fince it is 
as it is, mend it for your own Good. 

Caf, I will ask him for my Place again, he ſhall tell 
me, I am a Drunkard? Had I as many Mouths as Hydra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ftop them all To be now a ſenſi- 
ble Man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a Beaft. Ch 
ſirange! Every inordinate Cup is unbleſs d, and the In- 
gredient is a Devil. 

Jago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
Creature, if it be well us'd: Exclaim no more againſt 
ir. And, good Lieutenant I think, you think I love 
you, 

Caſ. I have well a d it. Sir. I drunk! 

Jago. You, or any Man living, may be drunkat atime, 
Man, I tell you what you ſhall do: Our Generals Wife 
is now the General. I may ſay fo, in this reſpeR, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himfelt to the Con- 
templation, Mark, and otement of ker Parts and 
Graces, Confeis your ſelf freely to her: 1 her 
help, to put you in your Place _ She is of ſo free, fo 
kind, fo apt, fo bleſſed a Diſpolition, ſhe holds it a Vice 
in her Goodneſs, not to do more than ſhe is requeſted, 
This broken Joint between you and her Hu: band, intreat 
her te ſplinter. And my Fertunes againſt any lay worth 
naming, this crack of your Love ſhall grow ſtronger 
than it was before. BY 
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" Caſ. You adviſe me well. 
Jago. I proteſt in the fincerity of Love, and honeſt 
Kindneſs. 

1 wil I think it freely: And betimes in the Mornin 
I beſeech the . Deſdemona to undertake 

: I am deſperate of my Foriunes if they check me. 

"Vow. You are in the right: Good Night, Lieutenant, I 
muſt to the Watch. 

Caſ. Good Night, honeſt Jago. [Exit Caſſio. 

7 And what's be then, that ſays I play the Villain? 
When this Advice is free I give, and h a 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the Courſe 
To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſie, 
Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free Elements, And then for her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is ſo enfetter'd to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even > her a ite ſhall play the Gud 
With his weak Function. How am 1 then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſfio to this Courſe, | 
22 * Divinity of Hell. 
They do ſuggeſt n * l 

at firſt wi * 
IS now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Plies Deſdemona, to repair his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
ml ad this ence into his wr 


Rod. I do follow here in the not like a Hound 


that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. W 


__ 
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moſt ; I have been to Night exceedingly well 1 
led; 241 think the Iſſue wall be, I ſhall have — 
ience for my Pains; and fo with no Mony at all, 
a little more Wit, return again to Venice. 
Fare How poor are they that have not Patience? 
What Wound did ever heal but by Degrees? 
Thou know'ſt we work by Wit, and not by Witchcraft; 
And Wit depends on dilatory time: | 
Does t not go well? Cafſis hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier'd Caſſio: 
Tho' other — grow fair againſt the Sun, 
Yet Fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe: 
Content thy ſelf a while. In troth tis Morning; 
Pleaſure and Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort. 
Retire thee; go where thou art Billetted: 
4 , thou ſhalt —_— —— 
ay, t one. Exit Rodorigo, 
Tue! an be dang: | 
My Wife muſt move for Caſio to her Miſtreſs; 
Il gt her on my felt a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 
Solliciting his Wife: Ay, that's the way: 
Dull not Device, by coldneſs and delay. [Exit, 


» 
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Ac r m. sCENEI. 
SCENE Othello's Palace. 


Enter Caſſio, Muſicians, and Clown. 


Caſ. MA, play here, I will content your Pains; 
Something that's brief; and bid good Mors 
row, General. ; 
Clown. Why, Maſters, have your Inſtruments been in 
Naples, that they ſpeak ich Noſe thus? 


Muf. How, Sir, how ? 
Clown. Are theſe, I pray you, wind Inſtruments? 


c 


A Ay, marry are they, Sir, 
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Clewn. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muſ. W hereby a Tale, Sir? 

. Clowns. „Sir, by many a wind Inftrument that 1 
know. But, Maſters, here's Mony for : And the Ge- 
neral fo likes your Muſick, that you for loves 
Sake to make no Noiſe with it. 

+ Maſ. Well, Sir, we will not. 

Clown. If you have any Muſick that may not be heard, 
to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear Mulick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 

Muſ. We have none ſueh, Sir. 

Clown. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll away. 
Go, vanith into Air, Away. Exit Muſ. 

Ca/. Doſt thou hear me, mine honeſt Friend? 

Clown. No, I hear not ou honeſt Friend; I hear you. 

Caſ. Prethee, keep o - Bo cnn. there's a poor piece 
of Gold for thee: It t ntlewowan that attends the 
Genera!'s Wife be ſtirring, tell her there's one Caſio entreats 
of her a little Favour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? 

Clown. She is ſtirring, Sir, it ſhe will ftir hither, I ſhall 
ſeem to notifie unto her. [ Exit Clown, 

Ca. Do my good Friend. 


Emer Jago. - 

In happy time, Jago. 

Fago. You have not been a-bed then? 

Caſ. Why, no; the Day had broke before we 
I have made bold, Jago, to ſend in to your Wife; 
My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous De/demons 
Procure me ons gay 

9. Il r to you preſently : 

af deviſe a Mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your Converſe and Buſineſs 
May be more tree. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly thank you for t. I never knew a 
A Florentme more kind and honeſt. 

; Enter Amilia. 

mil. Good morrow, good Licuteuant, I am ſorry 
For your Diſpleaſure; but all will ſure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it: 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you floutiy. The Moor replies; 


That 
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That he you hurt is of great Fame is Cypras, 
And great Affinity; that in wholſom Wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you. But he proteſts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 
Caf. Yet, I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 


Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
With Deſaemon alone. 


mil. Pray, come in; 

] will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 

To ſpeak your Boſom freely. 1 
Caf. I am much bound to you. [Exeron, 

Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. 

Oth. Theſe Letters give, Fago, to the Pilot, 

And by him do my Duties to the Senate; 

That done, I will be walking on the Works, 


Repair there to me. 
* Well, my good Lord, III dot. 
Orth. This Fortification, Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee't ? 


Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordſhip. [ Exenunt. 
Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. 
Deſ. Be thou aſſur d, E will do 
All my Abilities in thy behalf. 
mil. Good Madam, do: 
I warrant it grieves my 
As if the Cauſe were his. 

Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow; do not doubt, Cafe, 
But 1 will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. : 

Caſ. Beuntcous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 

He's never any thing but your true Servant. 

Def. 1 know'r, | thank you; you do love * 
You have known him 2 and be you well d, 


He ſhall in trangeneſs no farther off, 
Thau in a politick diſtance, 


Cal. 
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Caſ. Ay, but Lady. 2 
That Policy may pes. laſt ſo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, 
Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 
My General will forgot my Love and Service. 
Deſ. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here, 
I give thee Warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a Friendſhip, I'll perform it 
To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhall never reſt, 
I'll watch him rame, and talk him out of Patience; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board a Shrift, 
Fl intermingle every thing he do's 
With Caſſios ſuit: Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy Cauſe away. 
Euter Othello and Jago. 
Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caſ. Madam, Vil take my leave. 
Def. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caſ. m, not now; I am very ill at caſe: 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. | 
Deſ Well, do your Diſcretion, [Exit Caſſio. 
Fago. Hah? I like not that. 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay? | 
Fago. Nothing, my Lord; or if. know not what. 
Oth. Was not that C parted from my Wife? | 
Jago. Caſfo, my Lord? No ſure, I cannot think it, 
That be would teal away ſo guilty-like, 
_ you coming. 
. I do believe 'twas he. . 
Deſ. How now, my Lord? 
A been e with a Suitor here, 
an that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who 1 you e. | 
Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſio. Gond my Lord; 
If 1 have any Grace, or Power to move you, 
His preſeat reconciliation take, 


For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
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1 have no Jud t in an honeſt Face. 
I prethee call him back. 
Orth. Went he hence now? 
Deſ. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his Grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other time, 
— But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
Def. Shall't be to Night, at Supper? 
Oth. No, not to Night. 
Deſ. To morrow Dinner then? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home: 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
Deſ. Why then to Morrow Night, on Tweſday Morn, 
On Tueſday Noon, or Night, on Wedneſday Morn. 
I prethee name the Time, but let it net 
Exceed three Days; in Faith he's Penitent: 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common Reaſon, 
(Save that they ſay the Wars muſt make Example, 
Out of their beſt.) is not almoſt a Fault 
T'incurr a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that I would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on? What? Michael Ca 
That came a wooing with you; and ſo many a time 
When 1 have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 
Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 
To wee a bar Truſt me, I could do much — 
Oth. no more, let him come when he will, 
I will deny deny thee nothing. 
Def. Why, this is not a Boon: 
Los ſhould entreat r 
on nouri or ou warm, 
Or ſue to you, 2 i N g 
To your Perſon. Nay, when | have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, 
| And fearful to be granted, 
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Oth, I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſcech thee, grant me this, 


To leave me but a little to my ſelf. 
Def. Shall I deny you? No: Farewel, my Lord. | 
Oth. Fare wel, my Deſdemona, 1'll come to thee ftraight. 
- Deſ. Emilia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whaze'er you be, I am obedient. Exit. 
Oth, Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Fago. My noble Lord. 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay, Jago? 
ago. Did Michael Caſſio, 
When you wood my Lady, know of your Love? 
Oth. He did from firſt to laſt; + 
Why doſt thou ask? 


ago. But for a Satisſaction of my Thought 
No further harm. OY ; 


Oth. Why of thy thought, ? 
Fago. I did ah Arey apy acquainted with it. 
Oth. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jago. Iudeed : 
Oth. Indeed! Ay, indeed. Diſcern ſt thou ought of that? 
Woe "M5 
Honeſt, ? 

Ob. Honeſt ? — Honeſt. 

Zago. My Lord, for eught I know. 

Oth. What doſt thou think? 

Fage. Think, my Lord !—— 

Orb. Think, my Lord! Alas, thou ecche'ft me; 
As if there were tome Monſter in thy thought : 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Theu doſt mean ſomething: 
I heard thee fay even now, thou lik ſt not that. 
When Caſſo left my Wife. What did'ſt not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Counſel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'ft, indeed? 
And didſt contract and purſe thy Brow together, 
As if thou then had ſhut up in thy Brain 
Some horrible Conceits: If thou daſt love me 
Shew me thy thought. 
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ago. My Lord, know I love 
27 [ think thou doft: GT. | 
And for I know thou'rt full of Love and Honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy Words before thou giv'ft them Breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: , 
For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal Knave, 
Are tricks of Cuſtom; but in a Man that's juſt, 
They're cold Dilations working trom the Heart, 
That Paſſion cannot rule. 
ago. For Michael Caſſio, 

I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is honeſt. 

Oth. I think ſo too. 

Jago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 

Oth. Certain, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 

Fago. Why, then I think Caſſiss an honeſt Man. 

Orth. Nay, yet there's more in this, 
I pray thee ſpeak to me as to my thinkinge, 
As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worſt of Thoughts, 
The worſt of 3 4 4 

ago. Good, my , pardon me. 

I Le not bound to every Act of Duty, 
Ute my Thoughts! =—— Why foy they are vill and full 
Utter sI Why ſay are vi ? 
As a that Palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has that Breaſt ſo pure, 


But ſome uncleanly A ſions 
2 ys, and in Seſſions fit 
With Meditatiens lawful ? 


Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy Friend, , 
If thou but think it him wrong'd, and mak. ſt W . 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts. 

Fago. I do beſeech you, 
Though 1 perchance am vicious in my Gueſs, 
(As 1 cenfeſs it is my Nature's Plague 

To ſpie into Abuſes, and oft my jealouſie 

Shapes Faults that are not,) that your Wiſdom, 

From one that ſo imperfectly Conceits, 

Would take no Notice, nor build your ſelf a Trouble 

Out of his Scattering, and unſure Obſervance: 
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It were not for Quiet, nor your Good. 
Nor for my Manhood Honeſty and Wiſdom, 
To let you know my Thoughts. 
Orb. What doſt thou mean? 
Jago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord, 
Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls; 
W my Purſe ſteals traſh, tis ſomething, no- 
thing; | 
"Twas * tis his, and has been Slave to thouſands; 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches bim, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oth. I'll know thy Thoughts —— 


Fago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand 


Nor ſhall not, whilſt tis in my Cuſtody. — 
Oth. Ha! 
Zage. Oh, beware, my Lord, ef Jealouſie, 
It is t pegs Monſter, which doth mock 
The Meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in Bliſs, 
Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his Wronger ; 
But oh, what damned Minutes tells he o'er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 
Orth. O Miſery! | 
Fag. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, | 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor; 
Good Heav'n! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From jealouſie. 
Otch. Why? Why is this? 
Think'ft thou I'd make a Life of Jealouſie? 
To follow«ſtill the Changes of the Moon, 
With freſh Suſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſoly'd: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When l ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blown Surmiſes, 
Matching thy inference: *Tis not to make me Jealous; 
To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, fings, plays, and dances well; 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine ow weak Merits, will I draw 
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The ſmalleſt Fear, or doubt of her Revolt, 
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For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 
Ill ſee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the Proof, there is no more but this, | 
Away at once with Love, or ſealouſie. 

Jago. I am glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon. 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of Proof: 
Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſio, 
Wear your Eyes, thus; not Jealuus, nor Secure; 
1 would ag ve your free, and noble Nature, 
Out of Self. bounty be abus d; look to'r. 
I know our Country diſpoſition well; 
In Venice they do let Heav'n ſce the Pranks 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands; their beſt Conſcience, 
Is not to leaye't undone, but keep't unknown, 

Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 

ago. She did deceive her Father, marrying 

And when ſhe ſeem d to ſhake, and fear your 
She lov'd them moſt. 

725 _— ſhe 4p i 

hy, go to 3 

She that ſo xd, of could give out ſuch a ſeeming 
To ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak —— 
He thought twas Witchcraft —— 
But I am much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of your Pardon 
For too much loving you. 

Oth. I am bound to you for ever. 

Fago. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your Spirits} 

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 

ago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
I you will conſider, what is ſpoke 
Comes from my Love. But I do ſee you're moy'd —= 
I am to pray you, not to ſtrain my Speech —_ 
To groſſer Iſſues, nor to larger Reach, 
Than to Suſpicion. 
Oth. I will not. 


you, _ 
Looks, 
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Fag. 1 once more take my Leave, - [Exit. 
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Fago. Should you do ſo, my Lord. 
My Speech ſhould fall into ſuch vild Succeſs, 
Which myThoughts aim'd notat.Cafſio's my worthyFriend: 
My Lord, I fee you're mo d | 

Oth. No, not much mov'd —— 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 

Fago. Long live ſhe ſo; andlong live you to think ſo. 

Oth. And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf —— 

Jago. Ay, there's the Point; as, to be bold with you; 
Not to affect many prepoſed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh! one may ſmell in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, 
Foul Diſproportions, Thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not in Pofition 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her, tho' I may fear 
Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her try Forms, 
And happily Repent. | 

Orb. Farewel, farewel ; 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, Jago. 

3 My Lord, I take my Leave. [ Going, 

Oh. W | 


hy did I marry? 


This honeſt Creature, doubtleſs, 


Sces, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
Jago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honour 

To ſcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: 

Altho' tis fit that Caſſio have his Place, 

For ſure he fills it up with great Ability, 

Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his Means; 


Note, if your Lady ſtrain his Entertainment 


With any ſtrong, or vehement Importunity, 

Much will be in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be t too buſie in my Fears, 

As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am, 

And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour. 
Oth. Fear not my Government. 


Oth. 
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Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, 
And knows all Quantities, with a learn'd Spirit, 
Of human Dealings. If 1 do prove her Haggard, 
Tho' that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart ſtrin 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her dewn the Wi 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for 1 am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft Parts of Converſation, 
That Chamberers have; or for I am declin'd 
Into the Vale of Years, yet that's not much 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my Relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh curſe of Marriage ! 


That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours 


And not their Appetices! I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a Corner in the thing I love, 
For other's uſes. Yet 'tis the Plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they leſi than the Baſe, 
"Tis deſtiny unſhunable like Death; 
Even then, this forked Plague is fated to us, 
When we de quicken. Look where ſhe comes 
Enter Deſdemona and Amilia. 
If ſhe be falſe, O then Heay'a mocks it ſelf: 
II not believ't. 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your Preſence, 
Oth. I am to blame. 
Deſ. Why de you ſpeak ſo faintly? 
Are you not well? 
Oth. I have * upon my Forchead 1 
Why, that's with watching, cwill away again. 
* .- but bind it hard, — this hour . 
It will be well. 
Oth. Your Napkin is too 1 3 * * 
| LS s ber Handkerchief. 
Let it alone: Come, I'll go in a 2 
Deſ. | am very ſorry that you are not well. ¶ Exeun. 
mil. I am glad I have found this Napkin; 
This was her firſt Remembrance from the Moor ; 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred Times 


Woo'd 
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Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe fo loves the Token, 
For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould eyer keep it, 
That ſhe reſerves it eyermore about her, 
To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't age; what he will do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I: 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his Fantaſie. 
Enter Jago. 

Jago. How now? What do you here alone? 

mil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you: 

Jago. You have a thing for me? ; 

It is a common thing 

mil. Ha? 

Jago. To have a fooliſh Wife. 

mil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that ſame Handkerchief? 

Fago. What Handkerchief? 

mil. What Handkerchicf? 

Why, that the Moor firſt gave to De/demona, 
That which ſo often you cid bid me fteal. 

Jago Haſt ſtollen it from her? 

mil. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, 
And to th' Advantage, I being here, took't up: 
Look, here * 4 

ago. A Wench, give it me. | 

— What will you do with't, you have been fo ear- 
neſt to have me filtch it? | 

Jago. Why, what is that to you? [Snatching it. 

. ZEmil. If it be not for ſome of import, 
Give't me again. Poor Lady, ſhe'll run mad, 
When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

Be not acknown on't: | | 

I have uſe for it. Go, EO [Exit Emil. 
I will in Cafio's Lodging loſe this Napkin, 
And let him find it, Trifles light r 
Are to the Jealous, Confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething; 
The Moor lead, changes with my Poiſons, 
Which A to diſtaſte: 
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Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. I did fay fo. 
Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfie Syrups of the World, 
Shall ever Medicine thee to that ſweet Sleep, 
Which thou ow dſt yeſterday. 

Otb. Ha! ha! falſe to me! 

57 Why, kow now, General; no more of that. 

Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet me on the Rack; 
I] ſwear *tis better to be much abus d, 
Than but to know a little. 

Jago. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What ſcent had I, in her ſtol'n hours of Luſt? 
I faw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: : 
I ſlept the next Night well, fed well, was free and merry, 
I found not Caſſio's Kiſſes on her Lips; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 

Zago. I am ſorry to hear this. 

Oth. I had been happy, if the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind. Farewel Content; 
Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 
That make Ambition Virtue! Oh farewel, 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſurill Trump, 
The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th'Ear-piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious War: 
And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats 
Th'immortal Fove's dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel! Othello's Occupation's gone. | 

Fago. It's poſſible, my Lord? 

Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore; 
Be ſure of it: Giye me the Ocular Proof, 
20” [Catching hold on him, 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou b*41it been better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath. 

Jago. Ist come to this? | 
8 oth, 
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Oth. Make me to ſee it, or, at the leaſt, ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no Hinge, nor Loop, 
To hang a doubt on: Or woe upon thy Lite. 

Jago. My Noble Lord. 

Orth. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe 
On horrors Head, horrors accumulate, 
Do Deeds to make Heay'n weep, all Earth amaz d, 
For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add, 


Greater than that. 


Fago. O Grace! O Heay'n forgive me! 
Are you a Man? Have you a Soul? Or Senſe ? 
God be wi' you: Take mine Office. O wretched Fool, 
That loy'ſt to make thine Honeſty a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous World! Take note, take note, O World, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. | 
I thank you for this Profit, and from hence 
I'll love no Friend, fith Love breeds ſuch Offence. 
Oth. Nay ſtay----thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt —— 
Jago. 1 ſhould be wiſe, for Honeſty's a Fool, 
And loſes that it works for. 
Oth. By the World, 
I think my Wife is honeft, and think ſhe is not; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
I'll have ſome proof. My Name, that was as freſh 
As Diaz's Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, 
Fil not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied! 
Jago. I ſee you are eaten up with Paſſion; 
I do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be ſatisficd ? 
Oth, Would? nay, and I will. | 
Fago. And may; but how? how fatisfied, my Lr? 
Would you the ſuper- viſion groſly gape on? 
Behold her topp'd? 
Orth. Death, and Damnation! Oh! 
Jago It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring em to that proſpect: Damn them then, 
If ever mortal Eyes do ſee them bolſter 
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More than their own. What then? how then? 
What ſhall 1 ſay? Where's Satisfaction? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Mcnke js, 
As falt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 
As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 
If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of Truth, 
Will give you Satisfaction, you might have“. 
Oth. Give me a 5 ſhe's diſloyal. 
Jago. I do not like the Office; 
But ſith I am entred in this Cauſe fo far, 
Prick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 
I will go on, I lay with Caſſio lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
I could not ſleep. There are a kind of Men, 
So looſe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 
Their Affairs; one of this kind is Caſs : 
Ia ſleep I heard him ſay, Sweet Deſaemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves; 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, 
Cry Oh ſweet Creature----then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, 
And grew upon my Lips, lay his Leg o'er my Thigh, 
And ſigh and kiſs, and then cry Curſed Fate, 


That gave thee to the Moor. 


Oth. O mouſtrous! monſtrous! 

Fago. Nay this was but his Dream. 

Orth. But this denoted a fore gone Concluſion, 
'Tis 2 ſhrewd doubt, tho? it be but a Dream. 

Jago. And this may help to thicken other rot, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Oth. Lil tear her all to pieces. 

Fago. Nay yet be wiſe, yet we ſee nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerch'ef 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wife's Hand ? 

Orth. I gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my firſt Gift. 

Zago. | know not that; but ſuch a Handke:chief, 
I am ſure it was your Wite's, did I to Day 

| G 2 | See 
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See Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 

Och. It it be that 

Fago. If it be that, or any, if tw¾as hers, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other Proofs. 

Oth. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives 
One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge. 
Now do l ſee tis true. Look here, Jago, 
All my fond Love thus do | blow to Heay'n. Tis gone; 
Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell Boſom with thy fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks Tongues. 

ago. Yet be content. 
Oth. O Blood, r* 3 3 
ago. Patience I fay; your Mind may 

Jag Never, Jago. Like to the Ponsick Sea, of 
Whole Icy Current, and compulſive Courſe, 
Ne'zr feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the. Helleſpont : 
Even fo my bloody Thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne er look back, ne er ebb to humble Love, 
Till that a capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond marble Heav'n, 


In the due reverence of a ſacred Vow, [ He kneels, 
I here engage my Words 
Jago. Do not riſe yet: [ Jago kneels, 


Witneſs you ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements that clip us round about, 
Witneſs that here Fago doth give u 
The Execution of his Wit, Hands, * 
To wrong d Othello's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody bulineſs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy Love, | 
Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the Inſtant put thee to't: 
Within theſe three Days let m: hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſios not alive. 
Jago. My Friend is dead; 
Tus doue at your requeſt. But let her lire. 
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Oth. Damn her, lewd Minx! O damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, | will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil, Now art thou my Lieutenant, 

Fago. I am your own for ever. Exeunt. 

Enter Deſde mona, A milia, and Clown. 
Def: Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caſo 
yes? 

Clown. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Def. Why Man? 

Clown. He's a Soldier, and for me to ſay a Soldier lies, 
tis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Go to; where lodges he? 

Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I lie. 

Deſ. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clown, I know not where he lodges, and for me to 
deviſe a Lodging, and ſay he lyes here, or he lyes there, 
were to lie in mine own Throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by re- 
port? 

Clown, I will Catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queſtions, and by them Anſwer. 


. Deſ. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, I have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope ail will be we!” 
. Clown, To do this, is within the Compaſs of Man's Wir, 


and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. ¶ Exit Clown. 
1 Where ſhould I loſe the Handkerchief, Emi- 
12 | 


mil. I know not, Madam. 

Def. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is.true of Mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous? 

Def, Who he? I think the Sun where he was born 
Drew all ſuch Humours from him. 

Emil. Look where he comes, 


h, G 3 Def. 


150 OTHELLO, the 


De/. I will not leave him new, till Caſio be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord? 
Enter Othello, 
Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to diſſemble 
How do you, Deſdemona ! 
Deſ. Well, my good Lord. 
Orh. Give me your Hand; this Hand is moift, my Lady: 
Def. It hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Oth. This argues Fruitfulneſs, and liberal Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt - this land of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Feſting and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: Tis a good Hand, 
A trank one, 
Deſ. You may, indeed, fay ſo; 
For twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 
Oth. A liberal Hand, The Hearts of old, gave Hands; 
But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your Promiſe. 
Oth. What promiſe, Chuck? 
Deſ. I have ſent to bid Cæſſo come ſpeak with you. 
Oth. I have a falt and ſorry Rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Def. Here, my Lord, 
Oth. That which I gave you. 
Def. I have it not about me. 
Orb, Not? —— 
Def. No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth. That's a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an yt tian to my Mother give; 
She was a Charmer, and could almeft read 
The Thoughts of People. She told her, while ſhe kept it, 
"Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her Love; but if ſheloſt it, 
Or made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After many Fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiv'd, 
Jo give it her. 1 did ſo, and take heed on't; 1 
2 
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Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye; 
To looſc't, to give't away, were ſuch Perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. 
Def. 1s'c poſſible ? 
Oth. Tis true; there's Magick in the Web of it; 
A Sybill that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, 
In her prophetick Fury ſow'd the work: 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was dy'd in Mummey, which the skilful 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts. 
Def. Indeed! is't trut! 
Oth. Moſt verit>ble, therefore look to't well. 
Deſ. Then would to Heav'n, that I had never ſeen't. 
Oth. Ha? Wherefore? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak fo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth, Is't loſt? is't gone? Speak, ist out o'th' way? 
Def. B'eſs us! — 
Orth. Say you? 
Def. It is not loft; but what and if it were? 
Orth. How? 
Def. I ſay it is not loſt, 
Orth. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 
Deſ. Why ſo I can, Sir, but I will not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my Suit, 
Pray you let Caſis be receiy'd again. 
Orb. Fetch me the Handkerchief=— my Mind miſ- 


ives —— 


Def. Come, come; you'll never meet a more ſufficient 
Man. 


Orth The Handkerchief —— 
Deſ. A Man that all his time 
Nath founded his good Fortunes on your Love; 
Shar'd Dangers with you. | 
Oth. The Handkerchief —— 
Def. Inſooth you are to blame. 
Oth. Away. | [Exit Othello. 
Emil. Is not this Man jealous! 
Def. I never {aw this before. 
Sure there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
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I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 

mil. Tis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man: 
They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. 

Enter Jags, and Caſſia... 
Look you, Caſio, and my Husband. 

Jago. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do't; 
And lo the Happineſs; go and importune her. 

Deſ. How now, — 1 Caſſo, what's the News with 

ou? 
o Caſ. Madam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you, 
That by your virtuous Means, I may again 
Exiſt; and be a.Member of his Love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delay'd; 
If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That not my Service paſt, not preſent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd Merit in Futurity, 
Can ranſom me into his Love again; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit; 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome ather Courſe, 
To Fortunes Alms. ; 
Deſ. Alas! thrice gentle Caſio, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 
My Lord, is net my Lord; nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So help me every Spirit ſanctiſied. 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 
And ſtood within the blank of his Diſpleaſure, 
For my free Speech. You muſt a while be patient; 
What I can do, I will: and more I will | 
Than for my ſelf I dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Fago. Is my Lord angry? 
mil. He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. 

Jago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Cannon, 
When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, 

And like the Devil from his very Arm 


ruft 
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Puft his own Brother; and is he angry? 
Something of Moment then; I will go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. [ Exit, 

Def. 1 prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
Either from Venice, ar ſome unhatch'd Practice, 

Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus, to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho! great ones are their Object. Tis even ſo. 

For let our Finger ake, and it endues 

Our other healthful Members, even to a Senſe 
Of Pain. Nay, we muſt think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always, 

As fits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, lia, 

I was, unhandſome Warrior as I am, 
Arrainging his Unkindneſs with my Soul; 
But now I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſs, 
Aud he's indited falſely. 

mil. Pray Heav'n it be | 
State-matters. as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor jealous Toy- concerning you. 

Def. Alas-the-day, I never gave him Cauſe. 

Emil. But jealous Souls will not be anſwer d ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the Cauſe, 

But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it (elf. 

Def. Heav'n keep the Monſter from Othello's Mind. 

nil. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will go ſeek him. Caſſo, walk hereabout; 
If I do find him fit, VII move your Suit, 

And ſeek to eſſect it to my uttermoſt. [Exit, 

Caſ. I humbly thank your Ladyſhip. 

Enter Bianca. 
Bian. Save you, Friend Caſſio 
Caſ. What makes you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 
Indeed, ſweet Love, 1 was coming to your Houſe, 

Bian. And I was going te your Lodging, Caſſiv. 
What? keep a Week away? Seven Days and Nights? 
E ghtſcore eight Hours? and Loves abſent Hours 
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More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times? 
Oh weary reck'ning ! 
Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca: | 
T have this vhile with leaden Thoughts been preſt, 
But I ſhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Bianca, 
[Giving her D:{demona's 
Take me this work out. 
Bian.. Oh Cafſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend; 
To the felt-abſence, now I feel a Cauſe: 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, Woman; 
Throw your vile Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 


That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrance? 
No. in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 

Caf. I know not neither ; I found it in my Chamber; 
I zke the Work well; ere it be demanded, 

As like encugh it will, I would have it copied 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you? wherefove ? 

Caf. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no Addition, nor my Wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Caſ. Not that I love you got. 

Bian. But that you do not love me; 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at Night? 

Caf. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
Bor 1 attend here. But I'll fee you ſoon. 

Dian. Tis very good; I muſt be circum nc'd. [Exennt; 


4 0 1 


l 


Moor of VENICE. 155 


ACT IV. SCENE Il. 


SCENE A Room of State. 


Enter Othello, and Jago. 


7 . \ Fl ou think ſo ? 
0, Think ſo, Jago? 


Fago. What, to kiſs in private? 

Oth. An unzuthoriz'd Kiſs? 

Fago. Or to be naked with her Friend in Bed, 
An Hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

Oth. Naked in Bed, Jago, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocriſie againſt the Devil: 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Heay'n. 

Jago. If they do nothing, tis a venial flip : 
But it I give my Wife a Handkerchief —— 

Oth. What then? 

ago. Why then, tis her's, my Lord, and being bers, 

She may, I think, beſtow't on any Man. 

Oth. She is Protectreſs of her Honour too; 

ſhe give that ? 


Ma 
ago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſeen, 

They have it very oft, that have it not. | 
But for the Handkerchief —— 

Och. By Heav'n I would moſt gladly have forgot it; 
Thou faidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houſe, 
Beading to all, he had my Handkerchief... 

Fago. Ay, what of that? 

Och. rags 77 ſo os - 
ore him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch Ro | 
Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or ſupp icd them, cannot chuſe 
Put they mwft blab. 

On. Hath he ſaid any ching? 
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Jago. He hath, my Lord; but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 

Oth. What hath he faid? 

Jago. Why, that he did I know not what he did 

Oth, What? what? 

o. Lye —— 

Oth. With her? 

7a 0. With her? on her — what you will 

Oth. Lye with her! lye on her! we ſay, lye on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her! that's fulſom : Hand- 
kerchief — Confeſſions ( Handkerchief. · to confeſs, 
and be hang d for his Labour — Firſt, to be hang d, and 
then to Confeſs---I tremble at it Nature would not inveſt 
ber ſelf in ſuch ſnadowing Paſſion, without ſome inſtructi- 
on. It is no Words that ſhake me thus — piſh---- Noſes, 
Ears and Lips —  is't poſſible! —— Confeſs! _— 
Handkerchief !——O Devil [Falls in a Trance, 

Fago. Work on, 
My Medicine works; thus credulous Fools are caught; 
And many worthy, and chaſt Dames even thus 
Al guiltleſs meet reproach; What hoa! my Lord! 
My Lord, 1 fay, Ochella. 

Enter Caſſio. 


7 1 ln i in — 
ago. M is faln into an Epi 
That is the ſecond Fit; he had —_ Yeſterday. 
S Rub him about the Temples. 
Fago. The Lethargy muſt have os. courſe ; 
If not, he foams my. Lary and by b 
Breaks out to ſavage Madneſs; look, he lies; 
Do you withdraw your ſelf a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight; when he is gone, 
E would on great Occaſion ſpeak with you. [Exit Cafſio; 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your Head? 
Oth. Doſt thou mock me? 
Fago. I mock you not, by Hearn; 
Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
Gth, A korned Man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 


7 ago. There's many a Beaſt chen in a Populous . 
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Oth. Did he confeſs it ? 

Fago. Good Sir, be a Man: 
Think every bearded Fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper Beds, 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar. Your Cauſe is better, 
Oh, 'tis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch; 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 

Oth. Oh, t * art ws tis certain. 

ago. Stand you a while apart, 

can your ſelf but in a & ob Lift. 
Whilſt you were here, o'er-whelmed with your Griet - 
(A Paſtion moſt reſulting ſuch a Man) 
Caſſo came hither. I ſtifred him away, 
And laid good Scuſes on your Extaſie, 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your ſelf, 


And mark the Fleers, the Gibes and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his Face. 


For I will make him tell the Tale anew; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and.is again to cope your Wife. 

I fay, but mark his Geſture. Marry Patience, 


Or I ſhall ſay yare all in all in Spleen, 
And nothing of a Man. 


Ot4.:Doit thou hear, Jago, 
I will be found moſt cuaning in my Patience; 
But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody. 

Jago. That's not amiſs; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw. 


[Othello withdraws. 
Now will 1 22 Caſſio of Bianca, 
A Huſwiſe, that by felling her Deſires, 

Buys her ſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 

That dotes on Caſio as tis the Strumpet's plague 

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 
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He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 

From the exceſs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Euter Caſſio. 

As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 

And his unbookiſh jealouſie muſt conſtrue, 

Poor Caſſios Smiles, Geſtures and light Behaviours 

Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant? 

Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the Addition, 
Whole want even kills me. 

Jago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't: 
Now, if this Sute lay in Biancas Dower, [Speaking lower. 
How quickly ſhould vou ſpeed? 

Alas, poor Caitiff. 

Oth. Look how he laughs already. 

Jago. I never knew a Woman love Man fo. 

Caſ. Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me. 

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

Jago. Do you hear, Caſffio? 

Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tell it oer: Go to, well faid, well faid. 

Fago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her. 

Do you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 25 

Ooth. Do ye triumph, Reman? do you triumph? 

Caf. | marry !—— What? a Cuſtomer; prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it 
So unwholſome. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So, ſo: they laugh that wir. 

Fago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 

Caſ. Prithee ſay true. 

Fago. I am a very Villain elſe, 

Oth. Have you ſcoar d me? well. 

' Caf. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 
She is perſwaded I will marry her, | 
Out of her own Love and Flattery, not out of my promiſe. 

Oth. age beckons me: Now he begins the Story. 

Caf. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in 
place. I was the other Day talking on the Sea Bank with 
certain Venetians, ard thither comes the Bauble, and falls 


me thus about my Nec 
v5, 
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Och. Crying, oh dear Caſſis, as it were: His Geſture 


1 4 * 
Caſ. So han s, and lolls, and weeps me, 
So ſhakes, we pd me. Ha, ha, 2 

Oth. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber: Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but not that Dog I 
ſhall throw it to. 

Caf. Well, I muſt leave her Company. 

Jago. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Caf. 'Tis ſuch another Fetchew ! marry, a perfum'd one: 
What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bran. Let the Devil and his Damn haunt you; what did 
you mean by that ſame Handkerchief ycu gave me even 
now? I was a fine Fool to take it: I muſt take out the 
work ? A likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it in 
your Chamber, and know not who left it there. This is 
ſome Minxe's Token, and I muſt take out the Work? 
There, give it your Hobbey-Horſe: Whereſoever you had 
it, I'll cake out no work on't. 

Caſ. How now, my {ſweet Bianca? 

How now ? How now ? 

Orth. By Heay'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. If you'll come to Supper to Night, you may; 
if you will not, come when you are next prepar'd for, 


[ Exi& 
Fago. After her, after her. 
Caf. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the Streets elſe. 
Fago. Will you Sup there? 
Caſ. Yes, I intend ſo. 
Fago. Well, I may chance to fee you; for I would 

ver; fain ſpeak with you. 

Caſ. Prichee come, will you? 
Fago. Go to, fay no more. [Exis Caſ. 
Oth. How ſhall I murther him, Jago? 
Fags. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his Vice? 
Oth. Oh, Fago! — | 
Fago. And did you ſee the Handkerchief? 
Orth. Was that mine? 
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Fago. Yours, by this Hand: And to ſee how he prizes 
the fooliſh Weman your Wife——She gave it him, and 
Re hath given it his Whore. | 

Oth. 1 would have him nine Years a killing : 

A.fme Woman! a fair Woman! a ſweet Woman 

Ingo. Nay, you muſt forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to Night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my Heart is turn'd to Stone + 
I ftrike it, and it hurts my Hand. Oh, the World hath 
not a ſweeter Creature—— She might lye by an Empe- 
ror's Side, and command him Tasks. | | 

Fago. Nay. that's not-your way.. 

Oth. Hang her, I do but fay what ſhe is ſo deli- 
cate with her Needle — An admirable Muſician. Oh, 
ſhe will fivg the Savageneſs out of a Bear: Of fo high a 
plenteeus Wit, and Invention! 

Fage. She's the worſe for all this. 

Oth. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 

And then of ſo gentle a Condition 

Fago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oh. Nay, that's certan. 

But yet the pity of it, Fago——Oh, Fago, the pity of it, 

azo, If you are ſo fond over her Iniquity, give her 
Patch to offend ; for if it touch not — 2 co near 
no Body. 

Oth. I will chop her into Meſſes: Cuckold me! 

Fago. Oh, tis fout in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer! 

Jago That's fouler. | 

Ob Get me ſome Poiſon, Jag, this Night. I'll not 
expoſtulate with her, leſt her Body and her Beauty un- 
provide my Mind again: This Night, Fage. 

Fago. Do it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle her in her Bed; 
Even the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Oh. Good, good: | 
The Juſtice of it pleaſes; very good. 

Jago And fer Caſs let me be his Undertaker: 
You ſhall hear more by Midnight. 


. 
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Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 
oth. Excellent good —— what Trumpet is that ſame? 
7azo. 1 warrant ſomething from Venice, 
"Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
See, your Wife's with him. 

Rod. Save you, worthy. General. 

Oth. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 

[ Grues him a Letter. 

Oth. I kiſs the Inſtrument of their Pleaſures. 

Deſ. And what's the News, good Coulin Lodovico ? 

Fago. I am very glad to ſee you, Signior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you; how does Lieutenant Caſſ#? - 

Fago. Lives, Sir. 

Def. Couſin, there's fal'n between him and my Lord 
An unkind Breach : But you ſhall make all well. | 

Oth. Are you ſure of that? 

ys My Lord. 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will—— 

Lod. He did not call; he's buſie in the Paper. 
Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and Caſſio? 

Deſ. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
T'atone them, for the Love I bear to Caſſio. 

Geh. Fire and Brimſtone! | 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wiſe? 

Def. What, is he angry? 

Lod. May be the Letter mov'd him, 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſio in his Government. 

Def. Traſt me, I am glad ont. 

Oth. Indeed! ; 

Def. My Lord! 

Oh. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why, ſweet Othello? 

Oth. Devil! 

Deſ. 1 have not deſerv'd this. 

Led. My Lord, this would not be beliey'd in Venire;- 
Though I ſhould ſwear I faw't- Tis very much, 
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Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 
Oth. Oh Devil, Devil! 

Tf that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, 

Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 

Out of my Sight 6 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you. [ Gorng, 
Led Truly obedient Lady: 

I do beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 

Och Miſtreſs. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her, Sir? 

Led. Who I, my Lord? 

Oth. 1! you did wiſh that I would make her turn 

Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 

And ſhe's Obedient: As you ſay Obedient. 

Very Obedient—— proceed you in your Tears — 

Concerning this, Sir -— oh well painted Paſſion! —— 

I am commanded Home — get you away, 

III ſend for you anon Sir, I obey the Mandate, 

And will rerurn to Venice — Hence, avant! — [ Ex. Deſ. 

Caſo ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to Night 

I do entreat, that we may Sup t 

You are welcome, Sir, to Cru ; 

Goats and Monkees ! [ Exit, 
Led. Is this the Noble Moor, whom our full Senate 

Call all in all ſufficient? Is this the Nature 

Whom Paſſion could not ſhake ? Whoſe ſolid Virtue 

The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Chance 

Could neither graze, nor pierce? 

Jago. He is much chang'd. 

Led. Art his Wits ſafe? Is he not of light Brain? 
 Fago. He's that he is; I may net breath my Cenſure. 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 

I would to Heav'n he were. 

Lod. What, ſtrike bis Wife! 

Fago. *Faith that was not ſo well; yet would 1 knew 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 

Lod. Is it his uſe? 

Or did the Letters work upen his Blood, 


And 


\ 
{ 
' 
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And new create his Fault? 

ago. Alas, alas! 
It is not honeſty ia me to ſpeak ; 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his own Courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my Speech; do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 

Led. I am ſorry that I am deceiv'd in him. ¶ Excum. 


SCENE Il. An Apartment. 


Enter Othello and Emilia. 


Oth. You have ſeen nothing then? 

Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 

Oth, Yes, you have ſeen Caffio and ſhe together. 

Emil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each Syllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What? Did they neyer whiſper ? 

Emil. Never, my Lord. 

Orth. Nor ſend you out o'th' way? 

mil. Never. | 

Orth. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor nothing? 

Emil. Never, my Lord. 

Oth. That's ſtrange! 

Emil. 1 durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your Be ſom. 

If any Wretch hath put this in your Head, 

Let Heay'n requite it with the Serpent's Curſe, 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſt and true, 

There's no Man happy, the pureſt of their Wives, 


Is foul as Slander. 
Oth. Bid her come hither, go; [Exit Emilia. 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a * Bawd 
That cannot fay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, 
A Cloſſet-lock and Key of villanous Secrets; 
And yet fhell kneel, and pray; I have ſeen her do't. 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 
Deſ. My Lord, what is your Will? 
0th. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. nr 
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Deſ. What is your Pleaſure? Treg 
Orth. Let me ſee your Eyes; look in my Face. 
Deſ. What horrible Fancy's this? 
O:h. Some of your Function Miſtreſs, 
Leave Procreants alone and ſhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body-come, 
Your Myſtery, your Myſtery; nay diſpatch. [ Exit Emil. 
Deſ. Upon my Knee, what doth your S import? 
T underſtand a Fury in your Words. 
Oth. Why? What art thou? 
Deſ. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Wife. 
Oth. Come ſwear it; damn thy ſelf, being like one 
Of Heav'n. the Devils themſelves ſhould fear. to ſeize thee, 
Therefore be double damn'd ; ſwear thou art honeſt... 
Def. Rcay'n doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heav n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as Hell. 
Deſ To whom, my Lord? 
With whom? How am I falſe? Ly 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemon, away; away, away 
Deſ. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? 
Am I the Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do ſuſped 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, 2 
Lay not your Blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas'd Heav'n, 
To try me with Affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head,. 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt Hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scorn 
To . and moving Finger at—— |! 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well: 
But there where I have garner'd up my Heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life, 
The Fountain from the which my Current runs, 
Or elle drics up, to be · diſcarded thence; 
* 


_—_— 
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Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toads 


To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 


Patience thou young and roſec-lipp'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as Hell. 
Def. 1 hope my noble Lord eſteems me Honeſt. 
Oth. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and ſmell'ſt fo ſweet, 
That the Senſe akes at thee; 
Wouldſt thou'dſt never been born! 
Def. Alas, what ignorant Sin have I committed? 
Oth. Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 
Commitrted ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
That would to Cynders up Modeſty, 
Did but I ſpeak thy Deeds. What, committed? 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is huſh'd within the hoHow Mine of Earth 
And will not heart. What, committed 
Deſ. By Heav'n, you do me Wrong, 
Oth. Are not you a Strumpet ? 
Def. No, as I am a Chriſtian, 
If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be, not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 
Oth. What, not a Whore? 
De/. No, as I ſhall be fav'd. 
Oth. 1-r poſſible? 
Deſ. Oh Heav'n forgive us. 
Orh. I cry you Mercy, then. 
took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miſtreſs, 
| Enter Amilia. 
That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! A you! 
We have done our Courſe, there's Mony f 


1 pray you, turn the Key, and keep our 


r your Pains ; 


— — — — — 
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Emil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam? How de you, my good Lady? 

Deſ. Faith, half aſleep, 

mil. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord? 

Deſ. With whom? | 

mil. Why, with my Lord, Madam? 

Deſ. Who is thy Lord? 

Emil. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 

Def. I have none, do not talk to me, Æmilia, 

I cannot weep; nor Anſwers have I none, 

But what ſhould go by Water. Prethee to Night, 
Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 

mil. Here's a change indeed. Eric. 

Def. Tis meet I ſhould be us d fo, very meet: 
How have I been behay'd, that he might tick 
The ſmallſt Opinion on my leaſt miſuſe? 

Enter Jago and Emilia. 

Jago. What is your Pleaſure, Madam? 
How 1s't with you! : 

Def. I cannot tell; thoſe that do teach your Babes, 
Do it with gentle Means, and eaſie Tasks; 

He might have chid me ſo: For in good Faith, 
I am a Child to chiding. 

Fago. What's the Matter, Lady? 

mil. Alas, Fage, my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight, and heavy Terms upon her, 
That true Hearts cannot bear it. 

Def. Am I that Name, Jago? 

Fago. What Name, fair Lady ? 

Def. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did ſay I was. 

Emil. He call'd her Whore; a Beggar, in his Drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Caller. 

Jago. Why did he ſo? 

Def. 1 do not know; I am ſure I am none ſuch. 

Fago. Do not weep, do not weep; alas the Day! 

mil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country? And her Friends? 

To be call'd Whore? Would it not make one weep? 

Deſ. It is my wretched Fortune. 

Jas. 
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Jay. Bite him for't; how comes this trick upon 
im? 

Deſ. Nay, Heav'n doth know. : 

Emil. I will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villian, 
Some buſie and inſinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, to get ſome Office, 
Has not devis d this Slander: I will be hang d elſe. 
Fago. Fie, there is no ſuch Man; it is impoſſible. 

Deſ. If any ſuck there be, Heav'n pardon him. 

mil. A Halter pardon him, and Hell gnaw his Bones; 
Why ſhould he call her Whore? Who keeps her Com- 


ny ? 
What Place? what Time? what Form? what Likely- 
? 

The Moor's 2bus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
O Heav'n, that ſuch Companions thoud'it unfold, 
And put in every honeſt Hand a Whip, 
To laſh the Raſcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaſt to th' Weſt. 

Fago. Speak within Door. 

Emil. Oh fie upon them! Some ſuch Squire he was 
That turn d your Wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 

Fago. You area Fool; go to. 

Def. Alas, Jago. | 
What ſhall 1 do to win my Lord again? 
Good Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heav'n, 
I know not how I loſt him. Here I kneel; {| Kneeling. 
It Cer my Will did treſpaſs gaiaſt his Love, 
Either in Diſcourſe of Thought, or actual Deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe 
Delighted them on auy other Form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, 
But never taint my Love. I cannot ſay W 
It 69's abhor me now I ſpeak the Word, 


To 


— LAY 
—— — Prong oe oor » > 
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To do the Act. that might the Addirion earn, 
Not the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 

Fago. I pray you be content; tis but his Humour; 
The Buſineſs of the State do's him offence. 

Def. If *twere no other. 

ago. It 7. — [ warrant, 

Hark how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper ;[ Trumpets. 
The Meſſenger of Venice ftays the Meat; 
Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 


Exeunt Deſdemona a Emilia. 
Hov/ now, Rodorigo : 
- Rod. I do not find 


That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 

Fago. What in the contrary? 

Rod. Every day thou def E me with ſome device, Jago, 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from me all 
Conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Advantage 
of Hope; I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am I 

et perſwaded to put up in Peace, what already I have 
fool ſhly ſuffer d. 

Fage. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. | have heard too much; and your Words and Per- 
formances are no kin together. 

Jago. You me moſt unjuſtly, 

Rod. With nought but Truth: | Rave waſted my ſelf 
out of my means. The Jewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a Votariſt. 
You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and return d 
me ExpeQations and Comforts of ſudden Reſpect, and 
Acquaintance, but I find none. 

Fago. Well, go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, Man, nor tis 


not very well; nay, I think it is ſcurvy; and begin to find 


my ſelf fob d in it. 
Fago. Very well. | 
Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well; I will make my 
known to Deſdemona. If ſhe will return me my Jewels, 1 
wi | give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful Solicitation, 
If not, aſſure your ſelf, Iwill ſeck Satisfaction * 7 
| Ju 


, aca ei. 


e mu 
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Fago. You have ſaid now. 

Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing but what I preteſt intend- 
ment of doing. 

Fate. Why, now I ſee there's Mettle in thee; and even 
from ti.is Inſtant do I build on thee a better Opinion than 
ever before; give me thy Hand, Rodorigo, thou haſt taken 


inſt me a moſt juſt Exception; but I proteſt I have 
725 It hath not 11 "A 
ago. I grant i it not appear d; 

n Wit and Jud ent. Bur, Kadi, 
if ehou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaton 
to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpoſe, Courage, and 
Valour) this Night ſhew it. If thou the next Ni ht fol- 
ing enjoy not Deſaemona, take me from this World with 
Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my Life. 

Rod. Well; what is it? 1s it within Reaſon and Com- 


? 
* Sir, there is eſpecial Commiſſion come from Ve- 
nice to depute Caſſio in Othello s place. 

Rod. Is that true? Why then Othello and Deſdemona re- 
turn again to Venice. 

Fate. Oh no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abude be 
lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein none can be ſo 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. ; 

Rod. How do you mean removing him? 9) 

Fago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello i place; 

our his Brains. | 

. 

Ay, if you o your ſeli a „ anda right. 
4 tonight with a Harlotry; and thither will 1 go to 
him. He knews not yet of his Fortune; it you 
will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion to fall 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
Pleaſure. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, and he 
ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not-amaz'd at it, but 

o along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his 
Death,-char you ſhall chink your ſelf bound to 
him. It is now hi ime; the Night 


it on 
ſupper-time; and grows 
to waſte, —_— 
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Rod. I will hear further reaſon for this. 
Fago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. [Exermt. 
Cy Inn JE and 


Led. I. do beſcech you, Sir, trouble your (elf no further? 


Orth. Oh pardon; "twill do me good to walk, 
Lod, Madam, good night; I humbly thank your Ladyſhip, 
Def. Your Honour is moſt welcome. 


Oth. Will you walk, Sir: Oh Deſdemona!—— 


0 


My Lord. 
Get you to Bed on th' Inſtant, I will be return d 
forthwith; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look': be done. 


Exit. 
Def. I will, my Lord. | b 
mil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did. 
He ſays he will return incontinent. 

'And hath commanded me to go to Bed, 

And bid me to diſmiſs you. 

mil. Diſmiſs me? 

Def. It was his bidding; therefore, ge od Zmilia, 

Give me my nightly 15 and adieu. 

e muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

mil. 1 would you had never ſeen him. | 

Def. So would not I; my Love doth fo approve him; 

That even his Stubborneſs, his Checks, his Frowns, 

(Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 
mil. 1 laid Sheets you bad me on the Bed. 
Def. All's one; good Father! how fooliſh are our 


Minds? 
ſhroud me 
If one of theſe fame Sheets. | 
Emil. Come, come; you talk. 
Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 


* 


And did forſake her. She had a of Willow, 
An old thing twyas, but it expreſs'd her Fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd ſinging it. That to Night 


Will not go from my Mind; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my Head all at one fide 


Aud fing it like poor Barbara; prethee diſpatch, 
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Emil. Shall I go fetch — Night-gown? 
Def. No, unpin me here 


171 


This Lodovico is a pro Man. 
e. 
well. 


Def. He ſpeaks 

Zmil. 1 know a Lady in Venice would have walk d bare- 
foot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether Lip. 

Deſ. The poor Soul ſat ade a can 


(Singing; 
Sing all green Willow: 
Her Hand on her Boſom, her Head on her Knee, 
1 5 Willow, i illom, Witlow . 
The freſh Streams ran by her, and murmur'd her Means; 
A — > fl from ber and ſofmed the 
— 8 Tears Stones ; 

Willow, &c (Lady by theſe.) 
bes, — (Prithee high thee, he'll come anon) 
r 

n0 body blame him, his Scorn I 


| Nav that's not nexr—— Hark- who is't that knocks? 


mil. It's the Wind. 
Def. I call d my Love falſe Love; but what ſaid he then? 
Sing Willow &c. 
45 you'll couch with more Men. 
gone, good night; mine Eyes do itch, 
far 


= 9 
De/. I have heard it ſaid fo; © theſe Men, theſe Men 
Doft thou in Conſcieace think, tell me Emilia, 


That there be Women do abuſe their Husbands, 
In ſuch groſs kind? 


mil. There be ſome ſuch, no 
Def. would 'n thou do ſuch a deed for all the World? 
mil. Why, would not you? 

_ Def. No, by this Heav'nly Li 


he. 
mil. Nor I neither, his Heal Light, 
1 might do't as well i by hs dark. F 


Def. Would'ft thou do ſuch a deed for all the World? 
mil. The World's a huge thing; 


It is a great price, for a ſmall Vice. 
H 2' Def 


Not to pick 
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Deſ. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. 

mil. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't hen I 
had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing — 
Ring, nor for Meaſures-of Lawn, nor for Gowns, Petti 
coats, nor Caps; nor any Exhibition. But ſor all 
the whole World; why, who would not make her Huſ- 
band a Cuckold, to him a Monarch? I ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. 

Def. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a Wrong 


— Why, the — but a wrong i'th'World; and 
Why, t is but a i ; 
having the World for your Labour, 'tis a wrong in your 
own World, and you might quickly make it rig 
Def. I do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 
Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, as 
would ſtore the World they plaid for. 
But I do think it is their Husbands Faults 
If Wives do fall: Say, that they ſlack their Duties, 
And pour our Trealures into foreign Laps; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 
Throwing reſtraint on us; or ſay ſtrike us, 


Or ſcant our former having in deſpight; 


Why we have Galls; and though we have ſome Grace, 

Yet have we ſome Let Husbands know, 

Their Wives have Senſe like them; they ſee and ſmell, 

And have their Palats both for ſweet and ſower, 

As Husbands have. What is it that they do, 

When they us for others? Is it ? 

I think it is; and doth Aﬀection breed it? 

I think it doth: Ist frailty that thus errs? 

It is ſo too. And have not we Affections? 

Deſires for ſport? and Frailty as Men have? 

Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 

— —— | 
Good Night; Night; Heav 'n me ſuch uſes ſend, 

bad from bad; but my bad, mend. { Exexnt. 


ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE the Street. 


Enter Jago and Rodorigo. 
ago. FJ ERE ſtand behind this Bulk. Straight will he- 
come: 


Wear thy Rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, . fear Coin, PI 2 thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution. 
. Rod. Be near at Hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Jago. Here, at thy Hand; behold, and take thy ſtane. 
Rod. I have no Devotion to the Deed, 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfy ing Reaſons; 
Tis but a Man gone. Forth my Sword; he dies. ; 
Fago. I have rub'd this young Quat almoſt to the Senle, 
And he grows Angry. Now, whether he kill Caſo, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain. Live Rodorigo, 
He calls me to a Reftitution large 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob'd from him, 
As Gifts to Deſdemons. 
It, muſt not be. If Cafſio do remain, 
He hath a daily Beauty in his Life, | 
That makes me ugly; and befides the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I ia much Peril; 
No, he muſt die. But ſo, I hear him coming. ¶ Exit Jago. 
Enter Caſſio. 
Rod. I know his Gate; tis he: Villain thou dyeſt: 
[He runs at Caſſio, and wounds him. 
That Thruſt had been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know ſt: 
1 will make proof of thine. 
Rod. Oh, I am ſlain,  [ Fight, and both fa U 
Caf. I am maim'd for ever; 


Help boa! Murther, Murther! 
H 3 Enter 


Wea 
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Oth. The Fc of Caſh Fare brane be ord. 
OICC o 0 W | 
Red, O Villaia that f n:: | 
Orh. l 
Ca Ip ho! Light! A Surgeon! 
Oth. Tis he! © 1 ago, honeſt and juſt, 
That haft ſuch noble Senſe of thy Friend's — 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your Dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes. Strumpet, I come: 
For off my Heart, thoſe Charms thine Eyes. are blotted. 
Thy Bed juſt-Rtain'd, ſhall with Luſt s Blood be ſpotted. 
[ Exit Othello, 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 
Caſ. What ho! No Watch? No Paſſage ? Murther, 
Murther ! 
Gra. 'Tis ſome Miſchance, the Voice is yery direful. 
Caf. Oh help! 
Lod. Hark! 
Rod. Oh wretched Villain! 
Lod. Two or three groan. *Tis heavy nay Mga 
Theſe may be Counterfeits: Let's think”: 
To come into the Cry, without more help. 
Rod. No body come: Then tall 1 bleed to death, 


Enter Jago, in his Shirt. 
Lod. Hark. 
Gra. Here's one comes in his Shirt, with Light, and 


pons. 
Fago. Who's there? 


Whoſe Noiſe is this that cries out Murther? 


Lod. We do not know. 
Fago. Do not you hear a Cry? 
Caf. Here, here: For Heav'n ſake help me. 
ago. What's the matter? 
Gra. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 
Led. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Fago. vin an ou here, that cry ſo grievouſly ?, 


'd, undone . 
6 7aet Oh — * 


ago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this? 
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Ca. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
wie, and ſome help! 
What there? Come in, ive 
Rod. O help me there. 2 
Caſ. That's one of them. 
ago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O Villain! [ Jago ſlabs him: 
Rod. O damn'd Fago! O inhuman 


Fago. Kill Hed i the dark? Where 4 theſe bloody 
Thieves! | 
How filent is this Town? Ho, Murther! Murther! 
1 * 1 
you prove us, us. 
Tage. Signior Lodovico. 
Lod. He, Sir. 
Fags. 1 cry you mercy! here's Caſio hurt by Villains; 
Gra. Caſſu? 
Nr 
y is cut in two. 
F ago. A fark forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, I'll bind it with my Shirt. 
Entey Bianca. 


Bian. What is the Matter hoa? Who ist that cry'd? 
F ago. I EO 'd? 


Bian. Oh m 

My kes Caſt: Oh Caf, chr Coſt 

wie” O notable Strumpet. w.- may you ſuÞ:&> 
Ww 1 r 


a l am ſorry to find you thus: 

k - /-— + 80— 0h for chüt 
me a 2 

T bear him eafi hence. 


7 g Selene d Hd. fed lr Tr 
Gentlemen r 

Tobex in this Injury. 

Patience a while, good Caſis, come, come: 

Lend me a Light: Know we this Face, anno 

Alas, my Friend, and my dear Coun 

Rodorigo? No: Yes ſure: Ves, tis 


H 4 Ora. 
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Gra, What, of Venice? 

Fags. Even he, Sir: did you know. him? 

i Know him ? Ah! 1 

o. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gent Pardon © 

122 bl 1 muſt excuſe my Manners, 
That ſo ed you. 

Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 

ago. How do you, Caſſo ? Oh a Chair, a Chair. 

Gra, Rodorigo? 

Jago. He, he, tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good- "Man bear him carefully from m_ 
I'll fetch the General's Surgeon. For ene? Oe To 
Save you your Labour. He that-lyes flzin here, 4 cſs, 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice. was between you? 

Caſ. None in the World; nor do 1 know the Man. 

Fago. What, look you pale? Oh bear him out o' th' Air. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Look you pale, Miſtreſs ?- 
Do you perceive the Gaſtneſß of her Eye? | To Bianca. 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, 1 pra pray you look upon her, 


Do you ſee, Gentlemen ? Nay, Guiltineſs will ſpeak, 


Though Tongues were out ot uſe. 
Enter Emilia. 

mil. Alas, what is the Matter? 

What is the Matter, Husband ? | 
Jags Caſo hath here been ſet on in the Dark 
By Ro and Fellows that are 'ſcap'd : 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Rogorigo quite dead. 4 
mil. Alas, good Gentleman Alas, good Gaſio! 
Jaga. This is the fruits of whoring. Prithee Æmilia, 

Go know of Caſio where he ſupt to Night. 

What, do y 3 : 

5 Fe _—_— y Heuſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 
Fago. O di he 61" chivge 'you ap with me. 
Emil. Oh fie upon thee, —_— 

Bian. I am no Strumpet, but of Life as honeſt, 

As you that thus abuſe me. 

DT COURT. ry ns te weve Gil uh: 
ago. Ki 's go poor 

3 you muſt tell's another Tale. 
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Emilia, run you to the Cittadel, | 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd: 

Will you go on afore? this is the Ni | 
That either makes me, or foredces me quite. ¶ Excumt. 


SCENE II. A Bed-chamber: Deſdemona is 
diſcover'd aſlerp in her Bed. 


Enter Othello, 

Oth. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe, my Soul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
It is the Cauſe. Yet I'll not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alablaſter : 
LIF oy hn. | 

out the Li t t out the Li 
If I quench thee, thou — Miniſter, g, 
I can again thy former Light reſtore, | 
Should I regent me. But once pur out thy Light,” 
Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean Heat 
That can thy Light re-lumine. 
When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 
I cannot give it vital Growth again. 
It needs muſt wither. I'll ſmell thee on the Tree; [Xifing her. 
O balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 
uſtice to break her Sword. Oue more, one more; 

thus when thou art dead, and 1 will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt, 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow's heav'nly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. | 

Deſ. Who's there, Othello? 

Orh. Ay, Deſdemona. 

Deſ. Will you come to Bed, my Lord? 

Oth. Have you pray d to Night, Defdenona ? 


Var i'd as yet to , and Grace, 


| H F 8 Soli 


iy 


— e —!⁵⅛ » 


| 
iq 
f 
f 
| 
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Solicit for it ſtraight. 

Deſ. Alack, my Lord, 

What may yon mean by that? 

Orch. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 

No, Heay'ns fore-fend, I would not kill thy Soul. 
Deſ. Talk you of killing? | 
Oth. Ay, 1 do. 

Deſ. Then Heav'n have Mercy on me. 

Orth. Amen, with all my Heart. ; 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. ; : 

Def. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal then, 
When your Eyes rowl fo. 5% 
Why I ſhould fear I know not, 

Since Guiltineſs I know not; But yet I feel I fear. 
Oth. Think on thy Sins. * | 
De. They are Loves I bear to you. 

Ot. Ay, and for that thou ayit. 

Def. That Death's unnatural, that kills for Loving, 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your Nether-lip? | 
Some bloody Paſſion ſhakes your very Frame; 
Theſe are Portents: But yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Oth, Peace, * 3 

Deſ. I will ſo: What's the matter? 

— That Hand ker chief | 
Which. I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſſid. 

Deſ No by my Life and Soul: Send for the Man, 
And ask him. | 

Oth. Sweet Soul. take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy Death-bed. 

Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Preſent ly. | 
Therefore conteſs thee freely of thy Sin: 

For to deny each Article with Oath, | | 

Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong Conception 

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. | 
Def. O Heay'n have Mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay, Amen, 


Def, 
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Deſ. And have you Mercy too; I never did 
d „ in my Life; never lov'd Caſſis. | 
But with ſuch general warantry of Heav'n, 
As I might love, I never gave him Token. 
Oth. By Heav'n I ſaw my Handkerchief in's Hand, 
O perjur'd Woman! thou doſt ſtone my Heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchief. | 
Deſ. He found it then; 
J never gave it him; ſend for hin hither; 
Let him confeſs a Truth. 
Oth. He hath confeſt. 
Deſ. What, my Lord? | 
Orth. That he hath us d thee; 
Deſ. How ? unlawfully? 
Oth. Ay. 
Def. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No, his Mouth is ſtopp'd; | 
Honeſt Jago hath ta en Order fort. 
Def. Oh, my Fear interprets. What, is he dead? 
Oth. Had all his Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. : 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone: 
Oib. Out Strumpet! weep'ſt thou for him to my Face? 
Deſ. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not, 
Orb. Down, Strumpet. 8 
Deſ. Kill me to Morrow, let me live to Night. 
Orb. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
Def. But half an Hour —— _ | 
Oth. Being done, there is no Pauſe, 
Def. But while I ſay one Prayer —— 
Oth. It is too late. [ Attempts to ſimot her her: 
| Emilia at the Door. ; 
mil. My Lord, my Lord! What hoa! 
My Lord, my Lord! 
Oth. What Noiſe is this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I that am crucl, am yet mercitul, 
1 would not have thee linger in thy Pain, 
80, lo. | 
mil. 
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Emil. within. Whet hos! my Lord, my Lord - 
Oth. N. 

5 Emil. Oh, Pet Lat 1 would ſpeak a Word 
with you. 
Les 'tis Emilia — by and by ——fhe's s dead. _ 


Tis like ſhe comes to ** Caſſio s Dogs, 
The Noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving? 


Still as the Grave. "Shall ſhe come in? wert good? 
I think the ſtirs again No what's beſt to do? 
If; ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my Wife; 
My Wile! my Wife! what Wife? 1 have no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable! Oh heavy Hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that th afrighted Globe 
Should yaws at Alteration —— 
That 1 yo 1 h, good my Lord! 
I ma with you. O m — 
Oth. nay peak with Qh come in, Emilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw. 
Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now ? 
Epter Emilia. 
mil. Oh, my good Lord, yonder's. foul Murthers . 


one. 
Oth. What? now? 
ZEmil. But now, 
Orh. It is the very 1K 
She comes more nearer Earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes Men mad. 
Emil. Caſſio, my Lord, hath kill'd - 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodorige. 
b. Rodorigo kill'd ? and Caſſio kill'd? - 
Emil. Na, Caſſie is not kill'd. 


Oth. Not Caſſio kil'd? Then Murther's out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 


De. O falſely, falſely murder d. 

nil. Alas! what cry is that? 

Oth. That? what? 

mil. Out, and alas, oe way Lady's Voice; 
Help! help boa! help! Oh Lady ſpeak again, 
Meet Deſdemons, o a ſweet Miſtreſs, ſpeak. 


| Da 
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Deſ. A puiltleſs Death I die. 

mil. Oh who hath done this Deed? © 

Deſ. No body, I my ſelf, farewel; | 

Commend me to m ind Lord; oh farewet. [Di. 
Oth. Why, how d ſhe be Murder d? ; 
Emil. Alas! who knows? 


Orth. You hear her ſay her ſelf, it was not I. : 


I 8 the Truth. 
x . 's like a to burning Hell, 
Twas I that kill'd her. pt! 
Emil. Oh the more Angel ſhe, and yon the blacker 


. She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whore- 
Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a Deyil, 
Och. She was falſe as Water. 
mil. Thou art rafh as Fire, to ſoy 
That ſhe was falſe, Oh ſhe was heav'nly true. 


Oth. Caſſis did top her; ask thy Husband elſe. , 


O, I were damn'd — all depth in Hell, 


But that 1 did proceed upon juſt Grounds 15 

To this Extremity. Thy — knew it all wt 
Enil. My Husband 
Oth. Thy Husband. 


Emil. That the was falſe to Wedlock? 
Oth. Ay, with Caſſo: Had ſhe been true, " 
If Heav'n would. make me ſuch another World, ing 

Of one entire and perfect 

W ſold her for it. * 
My Husband? a 
2 Ay, twas he that told me firft; 
An honeſt Man he is, and hates the Slime 5 
That ſticks on filthy Deeds. 

— * My Husband? 

e needs this Iterance, Woman? 


I fay 
a On Hes Villany has: made mocks with 
— foy the was falſe? 


Och. He, Woman; 
I fay thy Husband; do ſt underſtand the Word? 


My 


— 


. — RO 
— 
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Ot. Peace, you were beſt. 

mil. Thou haſt not half that Power to do me harm 
As 1 have to be hurt: Oh Gull! oh Dolt! | 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt done a Deed —— 

I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known, 

Though I loſt twenty Lives —Help! help! hoa! help?! 

The Moor hath kill'd my Miſtreſs. Murther, murther! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 

Mom. What is the matter? How now, General? 

mil. Oh, are you come, Jago? You have done well, 
That Men muſt lay their Murthers on your Neck, 

Gra. What is the Matter? 

mil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou be'ſt a Man, 

He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe: 
I knew thou didſt not, thou'rt not ſuch a Villain. 
Speak, for my Heart is full. 

Fago. I told him what 1 thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 

mil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe? 

FZago. I did. | 

mil, You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie: 
Upon my Soul a Lie; a wicked Lie, 
She falſe with Caſio? did you ſay with Caſio? 

Tage. With Caſſio, Miſtreſs; go to, charm your Tongue. 

LEmil. - will not charm my Tongue; I am bound 

to : | 
My Mitel bez lies murdered in her Bed. 

All. Oh Heav'ns forefend! __ | 

mil. And your Reports have ſet the Murther on. 

Orth. Nay, ſtare not, Maſters, it is true indeed. 

ps TT —£ 2 | - ger 

Mon. Oh monſtrous Act. | 
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mil. Villany ! Villany ! Villany! II. Fe 
I think pat think——1 ſmell't——O Villany! 
I thought fo then; III kill my felf for Grief, 

OVillany, Villany! | 
0 What, are you mad? I charge you get you 
mil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak ; 

"Tis I obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, Jago, I will ne er go home: 
Oth. Oh! oh! oh! | 
mil Nay, lay thee down and roar: 
For thou haſt kill d the ſweeteſt Innocent, 
That ere did lift up Eye. 5 
2 Oh ſhe was foul! 3 
carce did know you, Uncle; there our Neice, 
Whoſe Breath indeed, theſe Hands 2 dopd, 
I know this Act ſhews horrible and grim. N 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona} 1 am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy Match was mortal to him;' and pure Grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This. Sight would make him do a deſperate Turn; 
Yea, curſe his better Angel from his Side, 
And fall to Reprobation. | | 
Oh, Tis pitiful, but yet Fago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſio hath the act of Shame | 
A thouſand times committed. Caſio conteſt it, 
And ſhe did gratifie his amorous Works, 
With that Recognizauce and Pledge of Love, 
Which 1 firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his Hand; 
It was an Handkerchief, an antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil. Oh Heav'n! O heav'nly Powers! 
Jago. Come, hold your peace. 
mil. Twill out, twiill out I peace! 
No, 1 will ſpeak as liberal as the North, | .. ; 
Let Heavn, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all cry Shame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak. 
Fago: Be wile and get you home. 
mil. I will not. 
Gra. Fie, your Sword 
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mil. Oh, thou dull Moor, 

That Handkerchief thou ſp —＋ | 

I found by Fortune, and -e 

For often, with a ſolemn —— 

More than indeed belong d to ſuch a Trifle, 

He.begg'd of me to ſteal it. 

|  Fago. Villinous Whore! 

mil. She give it Caſſie? Alas I found it, 
And I did give't my Husband. 

Fago. Filth, thou lieſt. 

mil. By Heav'n1 do not, 1 do-not; Gentlemen: 
Oh murd'rous Coxcomb,-what ſhould ſuch a Fool 
Al 
ago breaks through and wounds his Wife, then runs out.” 

Fare there no Stones in Heav'n, 

But what ſerve for the Thunder ? precious Villain! 
Gra. The Woman falls; ſure he hath kill'd bs Wife. 
Emil. Ay, ay r + 20g 
Gra. He's gone, but his W if 
Mon. Tis à notorious Villain; take you this Weapon, 

Which I have recover d from the Moor: 
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Come, the Door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather; Ill after that ame Villain, 
For 'ris a damned Slave. Exit, 
3 6 5 
t every Puny Whi gets my Sword. 
But why | Honour out-live Honeſty? 
Let it go all. 


Ami. What did thy Song boad, 
Hirk canſt thou hear me? f will play the Syran; 
And die in Muſick; Wilbw, Willow, Wilbw — — 
Moor, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moer, 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as 1 ſpeak. true; E 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [Emilia Dies, 
Oh. I have another Weapon in this Chamber, : 
It was a-Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks Temper; 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
Gra. I thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt go Weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer, 


Oth; 
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Oth. Look in me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or naked as I an I will aſſault —— 
Gra. What is the Matter? 
Oth. Behold 1 have a W 25 
A better never did it (elf ſuſtai 
Upon a Soldier's Thigh. I have ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more Impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain Boaſt! 
Who can controul his Fate ? *Tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapen'd; 
Here is my Journey's end, here is my Butt, 
And very Sca-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? Tis a loſt Fear: 
Man but a Ruſh againſt Othello's Breaſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go? 
Now — bew doſt thou look now ? Oh ill-ſtard Wench! 
Pale as thy Smockl When we ſhall meet at Compt, 
This Look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold; cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slaye! 
Whip me, ye Devils, | 
From the Poſſeſſion of this heav'nly Sight; 
Blow me about in- Winds, and nd me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſteep- down Gulf of liquid Fire 
Oh Deſdemona i Dead, Deſdemona ! Dead, dead! Oh, oh ? 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wounded, Montano, and 
Jago Priſoner, with Officers. 
Lod. Where is this raſh; and moſt unfortunate Man? 
Oth, That's he that was Othello: Here 1 am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth. _ 
Orb. I look down towards his Feet; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. \ 
[Othello wound: Jago. 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 
Jags. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. | 
Orb, I am not ſorry neither, Id have thee live; 
For in my Senſe, tis ineſs to die. 
Lod. O thou, Orhelb, t waſt once ſo 
Paln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 


What 
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What ſhall be ſaid to thee? 
Orb. Why any thing; 
An Honourable Murtherer, if you will: 
For nought I did in Hate, but all in Honour. 
Lod. This Wretch hath part confeſt his Villany : 
Did 1 he conſent in Cafſio's Death? 
Oth. Ay. | 
Caf. Dear General, I never gave you Cauſe. 
Oth. 1 do believe it, and I ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that Demy-Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soul and Body. | 
Jago. Demand me nothing, what you know, you know 3 
From this time forth 1 never will ſpeak word. 
Lod. What ? not to pray ! 
Gra. Torments will ope your Lips. 
Oth, Well, thou doſt beſt. 
Tod. Sir you ſhall underſtand what hath befaln, 
Which as I think, you know not; here is a Letter, 
Found in the Pocket of the ſlain Rodorigo, 
And here another, the one of them imports - 
The Death of Caſio, to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 
Orb. O Villain! 
Caſ. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſs. 
Lod. Now, here's another diſcontented Paper 
Found in his Pocket too; and this it ſeems _ 
Rodorigo meant t' have this ſent damned Villain; 
But that belike Jag in the interim 
Came in, and ſatisty d him. 
Oth. O thou pernicious Caitiff! 
How came you, Caffio, by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wife's? 
d. I found it in my Chamber; 
— 71 GEDA wy er now, 
it for a ſpecial Purpoſe, 
Which wrought t his Deſire. | 
Oth. O Fool, Fool, Fool! 
Caſ. There is beſides, in Rodorigo's Letter, 
How he upbraids Jago that he made him 
Brave me upon the Watch; whereon it came 
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That I was caſt; and even now he ſpake 
After m_ Fago hurt him, 
Fago ſet him on. 

Lod. You muſt forſake this Room, and go with us; 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules i n Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, od hold him 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Till that the Nature of your Fault be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring _ 

Oth. Soft you; a word or two before 
I have done the State ſome Service, and they * z 
Ne more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 
Speak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet down ought in Malice. 
Then muſt you 
a one that loy'd not may © 1 well; 
Ot one, not eafily Jealous, but wrought, 
Perplex'd in the 4 of one, 7 wo 
Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl 8 


Richer than all his Tribe; of one, whoſe 'd Eyes; 
Albeit unuſed co the Mood, 


Drop Tears as faſt as the Arabias Trees 
Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this, 
And fay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a Malignant,” and a uband Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I took by th* Throat the Circumciſed Dog, 
And {mote him, thus. [Stabs himſelf. 
Led. Oh bloody Period! | 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr d. 
Oth. I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee! No way but this, 


Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kiſs. [ Dies. 
Caſe This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon; 
For he was great of Heart. 


Lod. Oh Spartan Dog ! 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, 3 
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Loek on the Tragick Loading of this Bed; 
This is thy work; the Object poiſons fight, 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houle, 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſn Villain: 

The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh inforce it. 


My ſelf will ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 


This beavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. [Exennti 
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Ambaſſadors from Antony to Ceſar, Captains, Sol- 
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Roman Empire, 
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Antony 


Antony and Cleopatra. 
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ACT LL SUENTS LI 
SCENE Alexandria in Ægypt. 


Enter Demetrius and Philo. 


PHIL O. 


\ Y, but this Dotage of our General 
O'er- _ the Meaſure; thoſe his good- 
Eyes 
That o'erthe Files and Muſters of the 
War, 
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now 
bend, now turn 
The Office and Devotion of their view 
Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain's Heart, 
Which in the ſcuffles of great Fights hath burſt 
The Buckles on his Breaſt, reneges all Temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 
To cool a Gypſies Luſt. Look where they come! 


Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies; the Train, with 
Eunuchs fanning her. 

Take but good Note, and you ſhall ſee him, 

The tripple Pillar of the World, trans for md 


Into a S:rumpet's Fool. Behold and ſee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 


Ant. 
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e. There's beggaty in the Love that can be reckon d. 


Cleo. Pll ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 


Am. Then muſt thou needs find out new Heay'n, new 
Earth. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
leſ. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
int. Rate me the Sum. 
Cleo, Nay, hear them 

y — "VIE 


If the ſcarce-bearded Cæſar have not ſent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 


Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 


Perform't, or elſe we damn thee. 
Ant. How, my Love? 
Cleo. Perchance, nay, and moſt like, 
You muſt not ſtay here — our Diſmiſſion 
Is come from Ceſar, there bear it Lnony, 
Where's Fulvia's Proceſs? Cæſar s. 1 would ſay, both? 
Call in the Meſſengers; as I am Zgypr's Queen, 
Thou bluſheſt Autony, and that Blood of thine 
Is Ceſar's Homager: Elſe ſo thy Cheeks pay Shame, 
When ſhrill'd tongu d Fulvia ſcolds. The 
Ant. Let Rome in melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the rais'd Empire fall; here is my Space, 
Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaſt as Man; the Nobleneſs of Life 
Is to do thus; when ſuch a mutual Pair, 


And ſuch a twain can do't; in which 1 'bind, 


On Pain of Puniſhment, the World to weet 


We ſtand up Peerleſs. 
Cleo, Excellent Falſhood! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 

I'll ſeem the Fool 1 am not. Antony will be himſelf, 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra, 

Now for the love of love, and his ſoft Hours, 

Let's not confound the time with Conference harſh; 

There's not a Minute of our Lives ſhould ſtretch 

Without ſome Pleaſure now: What ſpore to Night? 
Cleo. Hear the Ambaſſadors. 


4 | Ate 
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Ant. Fie wrangling Queen! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep; whoſe every Paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make it (elf in thee fair and admir'd. 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, b 
To Night we'll wander through the Streets, and note 
2 „ of People. 283 Queen, 
nig did it. not to us. 
a [Exennt with their Train. 

Dem. Is Ceſar with Antonius priz d fo ſlight? 

Phil. Sir, ſometimes when he is not Antony, 

He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
Which ſtill mould go with Antony. 

Dem. I am ſorry, that he approves the common 
Liar, who thus ſpeaks of him at Rome; but I will hope of 
better Deeds to morrow. Reſt you happy. Exeunt. 

Enter * Iras, Alexas, and a 


ayer. . 
Char. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexas, 
_ almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the * that 
2 to th Queen? Oh! that I knew this Huſ- 


. which you ſay, muſt change his Horns with Gar- 
8. | 


Alex. Soothſayer. 
Sooth. Your Will? 
Char. Is this the Man? Is't you, Sir, that know things? 


Sooth. In Nature's infinite Book of Secrecy, a little 1 
can read, s 


Alex. Shew him your Hand. 

Eng. ing ln the Banquet quickly: Wine enor gu, 
Cleopatra's th to drink. | 

Char, Good Sir, give me good Fortune, 

Sooth, I make not, but foreſee. 

Char. Pray on, 1 me — 

Sooth. You fairer are 

Char. He means in Fleſh, * 


Iras. No, you ſhall paint when are 
Char. Welakles forbid. * 


Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentiye. 
Cher. Hum! | 
You. VII. I 


2 EE 1 — 


C1 
. rY we ac oO I Os 2, — 
— — — 


_ r -— Sw» - ca — 


pl 
r ow » is.  onxzunt = 


— — —U 


— oe — l 


— 2 , ]7§‚§‚MẽMÄ 


— —— —— — 
— 


„ 


— I- . % ĩð—AMð5—ꝛ — —TLL— —ůA⁴l. . —? 2 4 


= 


194 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Char. 1 had rather dexe my Lines with Drinking 
ar. my Liver inking. 
Alex. Nay, hear him. 4 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all ; let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Octavia 
ar, and Companion me with my Miſtreſs. 

Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you ſerve. 
Char. Oh excellent, I love Life detter than Figs. 

Sooth, You have ſeen and a fairer former Fortune, 
than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have no Names; 
Prithee how many Boys and Wencbes muſt 1 have? 

Sooth. If every of your Wiſhes had a Womb, 

And foretel every Wiſh, a Million. 
Char. Out Feel. I forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You think none but your Sheets are privy to 
your Wiſhes. 

Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. | 

Bio. Mine, and moſt of eur Fortunes to, night, ſhall be 
to go drunk to Bed. 

Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 

Char. Een as the o erflowing Nylus preſageth Famine. 

Iras, Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognofti- 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth. Your oy wr are alike, 

Iras. But how, but how— give me particulars, 

Sooth. I have ſaid. - 

Iras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I; where would you chuſe it? 

Iras. Not in my Hus band's Noſe. 

Char. Our worler thoughts Heav'as mend. 

Alex. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
Marry a Woman that cannot [a ſweet Js, Ibeſeech thee, 
and let her dic too, and give him a worle, and let worſe 

follow 
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follow worſe. till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty- fold a Cuckold. Good Is, hear me this 
Prayer, though thcu deny me a matter of more Weight; 
good Iſis, I beſeech thee. 

Char. Amen, dear Goddeſs, hear that Prayer of the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
Man looſe-wiy'd, ſo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckolded; therefore dear Iſis, keep decorum, 
and Fortune him accordingly. 

Iras. Amen. 

Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me a 
Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores, but they d 


do't. 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Eno. Huſh, here comes Autom. 
Char. Not he, the Queen. 
Cleo. Saw you my Lord? 
Eno. No, Lady. | 
Cleo. Was he not here? 
Char. No, Madam. 
Cleo. He was diſpos'd to Mirth, but on the ſi 
A Roman Thought had ſtruck him. Enobarbas. 
Eno. Madam. 
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hicher; where's Alexa: 
Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 
Euter Antony with a Meſſenger and Attendants. 
Cleo. We will not look upon him; go with us. ¶ Exaumti 
Meſ. Fulvia thy Wite, firſt came into the Field. 
Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucius? | 
Meſ. Ay, II War A and the times ſtate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their force gainſt Ceſar, 
Whoſe better Iſſue in 0 War of Italy, * 
Upon. the firſt encounter drave them. 
Ant. Well, what worſt? 
Meſ. The Nature of Bad News infects the Teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the Fool or Coward; on. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. *Tis thus, 
Who tells me true, though in the Tale lye Deach, 
] hear nim as he flatter d. 
Meſ. Labienns, this is _ News, 
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Hath, 4 his Parthian Force, extended Asia; 
From Eurbrates his uering 
Banner ſhook, gy — to Lydia, 
And to Iona, whilſt —— 
Ant. Antony thou would'ſt ſay. 
Meſ. Oh, my Lord. | 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince-not the general Tongue, 
Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome. 
Rail thou in Falvis's Phraſe, and taunt my Faults 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth — Malice 
Have Power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye ſtill, and our Ills told us 
Is as our Earing; fare thee well a while. 
Meſ. At your noble Pleaſure. 
Ant. From Scicion how the News? there. 
Meſ. The Man from Scicion, is there ſuch an one 
Attend, He ſtays upon your Will. 
Ant. Let him appear; © 
Theſe ſtrong Agyptian Fetters I muſt break, 
Or loſe my felt in Dotage. What are you? 
Euter another Meſſenger with a Letter. 
2 MA, Eulvia thy Wife is dead. 
Ant. Where died — ? , 
. 2. Mef. In Scicion, her length of Sickneſs 
With 4 elſe more ſerious, 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. 
. ne. Forbear me. 
There's a great ___ gg, 6 I defire it, 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wiſh it ours again; the preſent Pleaſure, 
1 
oppoſite of it ſelf; ſhe's ing 
The Hand could pluck her back, that ſhov'd her on: 
I muſt from this Egyptian Queen break off. 
Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My Idleneſs doth hatch. How now Enobarbus? 
Enter Enobarbus. 
Eno. What's your Pleaſure, Sir? 
Ant. I muſt with haſte from hence. | 
Eno, Why then we kill all eur Wemen, We ſee how 


* 
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mortal an -Unkindneſs is to them, if they ſuffer our de- 
parture, Death's the word. 

Ant. I muſt be gone. | 

Eno. Under a-compelling occaſion, let Women die. It 
were pity-to-caſt them away for nothing, though between 
them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteem d nothing. 
Cleopatra catching but the leaſt noiſe of this dies inſtant]y ; 
] have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment 
I do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits ſome 
loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a Celerity in Dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paſt Man's Thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her Paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure Love. We cannot call her Winde 
and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempeſts than Almanacks can report. This 
cannot be cunning in her: if it be, ſhe makes a Show'r of 
Rain as well as Fove. | 

Ant. Would 1 had never ſeen her. 

Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful 
Piece of Work, which not to have been bleſt withal. 
would have diſcredited your Travel. 

As.” Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir! 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? | 

Ane. Dead. 

Eno. Why Sir. give the God: a thank ſul Sacrifice: when 
it pleaſeth their Deities to rake the Wife of a Man from 
him, it ſhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth: Comforting 
him therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make nevv. If there were no more Women but 
Ful via, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe were to be 
lamented: This Grief is crowned with Conſolation, your 
old Smock brings forth a new Petticoat, and indeed the 
Tears live in an Onion, that ſhould water this Sorrow. 

Ant. The Buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd here in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abſence. 

> wn Aud * Buſineſs you = broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which» wholly 
| 3 At. 
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Ant. No more like Anſwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall break 
The cauſe of our Expedience to the Queen, 

And get her Love to part, For not alone 

The Death of Ful ia, with more urgent touches 

Do ſtrongly ſpeak ro us, but the Letters tos 

Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pomperns 

Hath giv'n the Dare to Ceſar and commands 

The Empire of the 8ea. Our ſlipp'ry People, 

Whoſe Love is never link'd to the Deſcrver, 

Till his Deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 

Pompey the Great, and all his Dignities, 


| Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow'r, 


Higher than borh in Blood and Life, ſtand up 
For the main Soldier; Whoſe Quality going on. 
The ſides o'th' World may danger. Much is breeding. 
Which like the Courſer's Hair, bach yet but Life, 
And not a Serpent's Poiſon. Say our Pleaſure, 
To ſuch whoſe place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence, 
Exo. I ſhall do't. [Exennt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alex3s, and Irat. 
Cleo. Where is he? * 
Char. I did not ſee him fince. 
Cleo. See where he is. who's with him, what he do's: 
I did not ſend you. If you find him ſ. d, 
Say I am dancing: if in Mirth, 
That I am ſudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 
Cleo. What ſhould I do, I do not? 
Char. In each thing give him way, croſs him in nothing. 
Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a Fool: the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt him nor, fo, too far. 1 wiſh, forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 
Enter Antony. 
But here comes Antony. 
Cleo. I am Sick, and ſullen. pet. 
| | A. 
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Ant. 1 am ſorry to Breathi 1 
Cleo. i ie ie Nine Camas I ſhall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature [Seeming io faint, 

Will not ſuſtain it. 
Ant. Now, my deareſt Queen. 45 
Cleo.« Pray you ſtand farther from me. 1 


Cleo. 1 know by that femme Eye there's ome good News 
What ſays the marry'd Woman ? you may go; 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come; 
Let her not ſay tis I that keep you here, 
ang you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beſt know. 

Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
50 1 =__ tily betrayed; yet at the firſt 
I ſaw ns. Clara. planted. 
2 
_ by ſhould I think you can be mine, and true, 
you with ſwearing ſhake the throned Gods, 
1 falſe to Fuſvia ? Riotous Madneſi 
To be ent with theſe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themſelves i in ſwearing. 

= Neg one ſeek colour for going, 

ou no your 
But bid farovvel,” and go : When ou ſucd ſtaying, 
Then was the time for T Words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Bliſs in our Brows bent, 9 rs fo powr; 
But was a Race of Heay'n, They are fo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Soldier of the World, 
Art turn'd the greater Liar. 

Ant. How now, Lady? | 

Cleo. I would I had thy Inches, thou ſhould't know 
There were a Heart in Z£gype. 

Ant, Hear me, Queen; 
The ſtrong Neceſſity of time, commands 
Our Seryices awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil Swords; Sextus 


Makes his Approaches to the Port of Rome. | 
14 qua- 
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ity of two 23 f 22 
Breed on; hated 8808 
Are newly grown to Love; the condemn'd Pompey, | 
Rich in his Father's Honour, apace,. _ 
Into the Hearts of ſuch, as have not thriy'a., 
Upon the preſent State,, whoſe Numbers threaten, . 
And Quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 


any deſperate Change. My more ; 
275 which n going, 
" og „ from Foll Id freedony 
T A olly conld not give me 
It does from Childihneſs. Cn Fulvia Tet 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen. 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leiſure read 
The Garboyls ſhe awak d; at the laft, beſl. 
See when, and where ſhe died. 
Cleo. O moſt falſe Love! 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhould'Rt fill 
With-ſorrowful Water? Now I ſee, I ſee, 
In Falvia's Death, how ayes * be _ 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to 
The Purpoſes 1 bear; n a 
As you give th' Advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilus Smile, I go from hence 
Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect'N. a 
Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well, 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true Evidence to his Love, which ſtands . 
An honourable Trial. | 
Clevo, So Fulvia told me. 
I prethee turn aſide, and weep for her, 
bid adieu to me, and ſay the Tears. 
Belong to Zgypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent difſembling, and let it look 
Like perfet Honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my Blood; no more. 


Sir, you and I have 
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Ant. Now by my Sword 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. | 
But this is not the beſt. Look prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The i of his Chafe. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one Word: 
Sir, you and I muft part, but that's not it, 

oy'd, but there's not it. 

That you know well; {ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my Oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royal 
Holds Idleneſs your SubjeR, 1 trould take you 
For Idleneſs it elf. 

Cleo. Ns ſweating Labour, 
To bear ſuch Idl ſo near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, gs * me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honour calls you hence, 
Therefore be'deaf to my unpitied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell'd Victory, and ſmooth Succeſs 
Be ſtrew'd before your Feet. 

An. Let us go. 
Come: Our tion ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee: 
Away. [ Exeung. 


SCENE Il. Rome. 


Enter Oftavius Czar reading a Letter, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. | 


Caf. You may fee, Lepidns, and henceforth know, 
It is not Caſar s natural Voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the News; he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The Lamps of Night in —_ Is not more Manly Ig 
v - 5 . T | 


202 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchſafe to think U You 
Shall find there a Man, who is th' abſtract of all faults; 
That all Men follow. 
Lep. I muſt not think 
There are Evils enough to darken all his Goodneſs; 
His Faults in him, ſeem as the Spots of Heay'n, 
More fiery by Night's blackneſs; Hereditary, 
Rather than ſt; what he cannot change, 
Than what he _ 4 1 
Caf. You are too i t. s grant it is 
Amiſs to tumble on the bed of Prolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to ſit 
And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reel the Streets at Noon, and ſtand the Bufſet 
With Knaves that ſmell of ſweat; ſay this becomes him; 
_ Com n indeed, 4 
Whom t ings cannot blemiſh, yet muſt Antony 
No way excuſe hs Foils, when we —.— 
So great weight in his Lightneſs. If he fill d 
His Vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſs; 
Full ſurfeits and the hrinel, of his Bones, 
Call on him fort. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his Sport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: | 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their Experience to their preſent Pleaſure, 
And ſo rebel to Judgment. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Lep. Here's more News. + 
Aeſ. Thy biddings have been done, and every Hour, 
Moſt noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How tis abroad. —_— is ſtrong at Sea, 
And it appears, he is belov d of thoſe 
That only have fear d Ceſar: to the Ports 
The D ſcontents repair, and Mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. . 
Caſ. I ſhould have known no leſs ; 


It hath been taught us from the primal State, 


That 
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That he which is, was wiſh'd, until he were: 5 
And the ebb'd Man, ne er lov'd till ne er worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack d. This common Body 
Like to à Va upon the Stream, 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it ſelf with Motion. 
- Meſ. Cafar, I bring thee Word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous Pirates 
Make the. Sea ſerve them, which they car and wound 
With Keels of every kind. Many hot Inrodes 
They make in Ialy. the Borders Maritime om 
Lack Blood to think on't, and fleſh Youth to revolt, 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but tis as ſoon | 
Taken as ſcen: For Pompey's Name ſtrikes more 
Than could his War rcliſt-d. 

Ca. Antony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſals. When thou once 
Wert beaten from Matins, where thou ſlew'ſt 
Hirtius and Panſa Conſuls, at thy Heel 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ſt againſt, 
Though daintily brought up, with Patience more 
Than Savages could ſuffer. Thou didſt drink 
The ſtale of Horſes, and the gilded Puddle | 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy Pallat chen did daig 
The rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
— Barks of N _ 2 4 the Alps, 

t is reported thou didſt eat ſtrange Fle HF 

Which ſome did die to look on; and all this, 
It wounds thine Honeur that I ſpeak it ao.. 
Was born ſo like a Soldier, that thy Cheek 
So much as lank'd nor. 

Lep. Tis pity of him. 

Caſ. Let his Shames quickly 
Drive him to Name, tis time we twain 
Did ſhew our {elves i th* Field, and to chat end 
Aſſemble we immediate Council; Pompey 
Thrives in our Idleneſs. 

Lep. To Morrow, Caſar, | 
I tal be furniſtid to inform you right!y, 
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Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
To front this 2 time. 


Caſ. Till which Encounter, it is my Buſineſs too. Farewel. 

Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you ſhall know mean time 
Of ſtirs abroad. I ſhall beſeech you, Sir, 
To let me be Partaker. 


Ce. Doubt not, Sir, I knew it for my Bond. [Exeqnt.. 
SCENE III. Alexandria. 


me to drink Mqndrageras. , 
Char. Why, — 


Cleo. That I might fleep out this great gap of Time... 
2 
Char You think of him top much. 


Char. Madam, 1 truſ not ſo. 

Cles. Shou, Eunuch, Mardian? 

Mar. Waat's your Highneſs Pleaſure? 

* Clee. Not zee in hear thee Gng. I take no Pleaſure; * 
In ought an Emuch has; tis well for thee, 
That 12 thy freer Thoughts 
ws not 5 forth. of een Haſt thou, Affections ? 

Vos, gracious Madam. 
= Indeed ? 


Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do, nothigg. 
But what indeed is oneft to be done: 
Yet have I fierce A , and think_ 


What Venus did with Mars. 


Cleo. Oh Charmian 
Where think'ſt thou he is ngw ? Stands he, or fits he? 
1 he ak? Or is be on bye Yorſſ? 
Oh happ to the weight of Antony! 
Do — Horſe, for wor'ſt — whom thou mowſt? 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arm 


And. Burgonet of Mag, He's ſpeaking now, 


Or; 


- 
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Or murmuring, where's my of old Nile, 
For ſo he calls me; now I fced my ſelf 

With moſt delicious Poiſon. Think on me, 
That am with Phabus amorous pi black, 


And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Caſan, 
When thou waſt here above the Ground, I was 

A morſel of. a Monarch; and great Pompey 

Would ſtand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 
There would he anchor his and die 

With looking on his Life. . 


Alex. Soveraign of Egypt, hail. 

Cleo, How much art thou unlike Mark ? + 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brava 

Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear 
He kiſt the laſt of many doubled Kiſſes, 

This orient Pearl, His ſticks in my Heart. 

Cleo. Mine Ear muſt pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good Friends, quoth he, 

Say the firm Roman to e (ends - 
This treaſure of an Oyſter; at whoſe Foot, 

To mend the petty Preſent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne with Kingdoms. All the Eaſt, 
Say thou, ſhall call her Miftreis. So he nodded, 
And ſoberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, | 
Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ſpoke, 
Was * dumb ; him.. 

Cles. What, was he {ad or merry? 

Alex. Like to the time o'th'Year, between the Extreams 
Of het and cold, be was not {ad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided Diſpoſition; note bim, 

Note him good Charmain, tis the Man; but note him, 
He vas not ſad, for he would ſhine on choſe 

That make their Looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which ſeem d to tell them, his remembrance lay 

In Zgypt with his Joy; but between both. 

Oh heav'nly mingle! Be'ſt thou ſad, or merry, 

Ihe violence of exies thes becomes, 


. 
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29 9 rn ne ſe 
ex. Ay, Madam, twenty ſeveral 223 

Why do you ſend ſo thick? 1 

Cleo. Who's born that Day, 
When 1 forget to ſend to Antony, 
Shall die a Beggar. Ink and Paper, Charmian. 
Welcome my goed Alexas. Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Ceſar ſo? | 

Char. Oh that brave 

Cleo. Be choak'd wich fuch anche Emphals, 
Save the brave 
Char. l 

Cles. By [ will give thee bloody Teeth. 
If thou with Ceſar Paragon again 
1 9 yn 

Char. By our molt gracious Pardon, 
I Sing but after you. 

Cleo. My Sallad Days, 
When 1 was in Judgment, cold in Blood 
To fay. as 1 faid . But come, away, 
Get me Ink and Paper, 


He ſhall have every Day ſeveral greetings, or Ill onpes: 


ACT IL. SCENE LI. 
SCENE i Sicily. 
Enter Porapey, Menecrates, and Menas. 


Pom. I F the great Gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The Deeds of juſteſt Men. 
Mere. Know, worthy Pompey, 


That which they do d yy, they not den 
Pom. While we are Suitors to ke Thrace: docn 
The thing we ſue for. A 


Men. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 
Beg often our own Harms, which the wiſe Powers 


Deny 


Antony and Cleopatra. 207 


Deny us for our 1 
By loſing of our | 

Pom. I ſhall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; | 
My Powers are Creſcent, and my auguring Hope 
Says it will come to th' full. Mark Antony 
In Zgyp# fits at Dinner, and will make 
No Wars without Doors. Ceſar gets Mony where 
He loſes Hearts; Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 


Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus are in the Field, 

A mighty Strength they carry 
Pom, Where have you this?” 'Tis falſe. 
Mene. From Silvius, Sir. 


Pom. He dreams; I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Aut: But all the Charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wand 
Let Witchcraft join with Beauty ; Luſt with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feaſts, 
Keep his Brain fuming; Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloyleſs 13 his Appetite; 


That ſleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Erea Wfa ae Delano === = 


Emer Varrius. 
How now Varrius? . 
Var. This is moſt certain, thar 1 ſhall deliver: 
Mark Antony is every Hour in Rome 
Since he went from Agype, tis 
A ſpace for farther travel. 
Pom, ] could have given leſs matter 
A better Ear. Menas, I did not think 
This amorous Surfeiter wou'd have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a pretty War; his Soldierſhip 
Is twice the other twain: but let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the lap of Zgypr's Widow pluck 
The near Luſt-wearied in. 
Men. I cannot hope, 


— thall weall grate together: 
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His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, 

TEN mn although I think 

Not mov'd by Antony. 
Pom. I know not, e 

How leſſer Enmities 

Weret nor thavire and Aan them all. ; 

Twere pregnan => 

— they ſal 

To draw their Swords; but 22 the fear of us 

r and bind up 

The petty Difference, we yet not know. 

Be't as our Gods will it only ſtands. 

Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt Hands. 

Come, Menas. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Il. Rome. 


Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enebarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to entreat your Captain 
To ſoft and gentle Speech. 

Eno. 1 entreat him 
To anſwer like himſelf; if Caſar move hin, 
Let Antony look over Caeſar's Head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mari By Fupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonio's Beard, 
] would not. ſhave't to Day. 

Lep. Tis not a time for private Stomaching. 

no. Every time forves for the Matter that is then bor 

in't. 
Lep. But ſmall to greater Matters muſt way. 
_ 280. Not if he al come fir. give 4 i 
our Speech is Paſſion; but = 
No — up. Here comes the — Ava 
Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder Caſar- 

Enter Cæſar, Mecznas, and Agrippa 

Lt. I ne compels will hnos ov Pavkior=— - 
Hark, Ventidins. 

Caf. I do not know; Mecanas, atk Ai. 


Lep 
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Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which- combin d us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner Action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Maurther in healing Wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for 1 earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt Points with ſweeteſt Terms, 
Nor Curſtneſs grow to th Matter. 

Ant, Tis ſpoken well: 
Were we before our Armies and to. fight, 


I ſhould do thus. [Flowiſh, 


— My L£Egypt, , what wart 
Z BE. agent 


27885 pradtiſe an my State, en. 
n 
ä 7 

Caf. You, may be pleas catch at mine intent, 
Ry what did here befall me. Your Wife and Brother- 
Made Wars u me, and their Conteſtation. 
Was Theam for you, you were the Word of War: 

Aut. You do miſtake your Buſineſs, my. Brother-never 
Did urge me in his Act: 1 did inquire it, 
And have my learning rom ſome true R 
That drew their — with you. 


Diſcredit my, Authority with. yours, 


—— — — — — — yy — ̃ ——— 
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And make the Wars alike „ y my 12 
Having al ke your Cauſe? 
Before did ſatisfie you. If you patch a cet 
As matter whole —_ ve not to it 
It muſt not be with this. 
Ceſ You praiſe your ſelf, by laying dſo of Judgment 
to me: but you patch up your Ex 
Ant. Not fo, not ſo: 
I know you could not lack, I 1 
Very neceſſity of this thought, that 
Your Partner in the Cauſe gainſt hich he fought, 
Could net with graceful Eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own Peace. As for my Wife, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
The o'th' World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eaſie, but not ſuch a Wife. 
Eno. Would we had all ſuch Wives, that the Men might 
go to Wars with the. Women. 
Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles Ceſar 
Made out of her Impatience, which not wanted 
= pays of Policy too, I grieving grant, 
2 too much diſquiet, for that you muſt, 
But ſay I could not help it. 
. I wrote to you, 


When rioting in Alexandria you 
=; 


my Letters; Zug weich taunts 

iſlive out of audience. 
—_ 2 then 

Three Kings | had feaſted, and did want 

Of what I was i'th* Morning: but next Day 

I told him of m felf, whi was as much 

As to have askt Pardon. Let this Fellow 

Be nothing of our Strife: If we contend - 

Our of our queſtion wipe him. | 
Cæſ. You have broken | 

The Article of _— wy 


Haye pgs of to charge me witt 


= No. Loddes, let him f 
The Honour is Sacred 955 


Suppoling 
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that 1 lackt it: But on, Caſar, 

The Article of my Oath. 
Caf. To lend me Arms, and Aid, when I requir'd them, 

The which both denied. 
Ant. NegleQed rather: 

And then when Poiſoned hours had bound me up 

From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 

Ill play the Penitent to you. But mine Honeſty, 

Shall not make poor my Greatneſs, nor my Power 

Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of Zgypr, made Wars here, 

For which my ſelf, the ignorant Motive, do 

So far ask Pardon, as befits mine Hohcur 

To ſtoop in ſuch a Caſe. 
Lep. "Tis nobly ſpoken. | 
Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 

The Griefs between ye: To forget them quite, 

Were to remember, that the preſent need, 

Speaks to attone you. 
Lep. Worthily ſpoken, Mecenas. | 
En9. Or if you borrow one another's Love for the inſtant, 

ou may when you hear no more words of return 

it again: You ſhall have time to wrangle in, when you 

have nothing elſe to do. 
Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only ſpeak no more. | 
Eno. That truth ſhould be filent, I had almoſt forgot. 
Ant. You wrong this Preſence, therefore ſpeak no more, 
Eno. Go to then: Your conſiderate Stone. * 
Cæſ. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 

The manner of his Speech ; For't cannot be, 

We ſhall remain in Friendſhip, our Conditions 

So diſſering in their Acts. Yer if I knew, 

What Hoop ſhould hold us ſtaunch, from edge to edge 

C'ch' World, I would purſue it. 
Arg. Give me leave, Ceſar. 


Ce. Speak, Agrippa. 

2 os: haft a Siſter by the Mother's Side, 
Admir'd Ofavia! Great Mark Antony | 
Is now a Widower. _ | 


4 


21. Antony and Cleopatra 


Caf. Say not ſo, Agrippa; if Chopams bend you, your 

Proof were well deſerved of Raſhneſs 

Ant. n let me bear 
further ſpeak 


Agr. To hold — in Ami 1 
To make 2 94 
With an —— Knot, take An. 
Octavia to his Wife; whoſe Beauty ** 
3 nabe * the very of ens 

Virtue, whole general Graces 

That which none elſe can utter. By this —_ 
All little Jealouſies which now ſeem great, 
And all great Fears, which now import their Dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be Tales, 
Where now half Tales be Truths: Her Love ta both. - 
Would each to other, .and all Loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I haye ſpoke, 
For 'tis a ſtadied, not a preſent Thought, 
By Duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Ceſar ſpeak? 

Caſ. Not till he — — 
With what is ſpoken already. 

Ant.. What Power is in 2 
If 1 would ſay Agrippa, be it 
To make this good ? 

CA, The Power of Cz 
And his Power unto 

4177 May 1 never 
To this good Purpoſe, that fo fairly fheiws, 
Dream Fun iment; let _ th Hand 
Further this Act of Grace: And from thi Hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And ſway our great. 79+ oh 


, en Ha 
you, whom no Brother 
AL Let ber live 


To join our Ki oms, and our Hearts, and never - 
B 


Lep. Ha 7. Amen. 
An. I did not think to draw my. Sword | nas; - 
or 
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For he hath laid ftrange-Courtefies, and great 
Of late upon me. I muſt thank him only, 
Leſt my Remembrance ſuffer ill Report; 
At heel of that defie him. 
Fo... np calls ou, ho hacks, 
us muſt Pompey preſent 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us, l 
Ant. Where lyes he? 
Cef. About the Mount - Miſmum. 
Ant. What is his h by Land? 
Great, and i g: 

But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter. 

Ant. So is the Frame, 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Yet ere we put our ſelves in Arms, diſpatch we 
The Buſineſs we have talk'd of. 

Caſ. With moſt gladneſs. 
And do invite you to my Siſter's View, 
Whither ſtraight Vl lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not lack your Company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, not Sickneſs ſhould detain me. 


[ Exermt 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecænas. 

Mec. Welcome from Egype, Sir. 

Eno. Half the Heart of Ceſar, worthy Mecenas. ' My 
Honourable Friend Agri 

Agr. Good Enob 

Mec, We have cauſe to be glad, that Matters are ſo well 
digeſted : You ſtay d well by't in Zgypr. 

Ens. Ay Sir, we did ſleep day out of Countenance, and 
made the Night light with drinking. 
Mer. Eight Wild boars roaſted whole at a Breakfaſt : 


And but twelve Perſons there. Is this true? 


Eno. This was but a Fly 3 We had much 
more monſtrous matter ot Feaſt, which worthily deſerved 
noting. 

Me $he's a moſt triumphant Lady, if Report be ſquare 
to her. | 

Eno, When ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe purs'd up his 
Heart upon the River of Cyduus. 


Ag. 


And make a gap in Nature. 
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Agr. There ſhe appear d indeed : Or my Reporter de- 
vis'd well for ker. | | 
Eno. 1 will tell you; | 
The Barge ſhe fat in, like a Burniſti'd Throne 
Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and fo — that 
The Winds were Love · ſick. 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made 
The Water which'they beat, to follow faſter, 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own Perſon, 
It beggar'd all Deſcription; ſhe did lye 
In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
Oer pituring that Venus, where we ſee 
The Fancy out- work Nature. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With dirers-colcur'd Fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 
To glow the delicate Checks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 
Agr. Oh rare for Antony. 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maids tended her i'th' Eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helm, 
A ſeeming Mer-maid ſteers; the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft Hands, 
That yearly frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange invilible Perfume hits the Senſe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caſt 
Her People out upon ber; and 
Enthron'd i'th' Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiſtling to th' Air; which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 


Agr. Rare Zgyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony ſent to her, 

Invited her to Supper: She replyed, 

It ſhould be better, he became her Gueſt; 

Which ſhe entreated. Our Courteous Antony, 

Whom ne'er, the word of no, Woman heard ſpeak, 

Being barber d ten times o'er, goes to the Feaſt; a 
Ar. 
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And for his Ordinary, pays his Heart, 
For what his Eyes eat only. 
Agr. Royal Wench! 
——— great Ceſar lay his Sword to Bed, 
* her, and ſhe cropt. 
ſaw her once | 
And dagen er fi . and panted, 
Breat 
That ſhe did make Deſect. Perfection, 
And breathleſs Power breath forth. 
Mec. Now Axtony muſt leave her utterly, 
Eno. Never, he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor Cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but ſhe 2 hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things 
Become themſclves in her, that the holy Prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſh. 
Mec. If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The Heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 
Agr. Let us go. 
Good Enobarbus, make your ſelf my Gueſt, 
Whilſt you abide here. 
Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. 
Enter Antony, Cziar, OQtavia between them. 


Ant. The World. and my great Office, will ſometimes 
Divide me from _= - 


Oda. All whic : 
Before the Gods . ſhall bow in * 
vo them for 
Good Night, Sir. My Odavis, 


Rad not my Blemiſhes in the World's 


1 bave not kept my Square, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th Rule; good Night, dear Lady. 
Od. Good Night, Sir. 
Ceſ. Good Night [ Exeunt Cæſar and Octavia. 
Enter yer. 
Ant. Now Sirrah! do you wiſh your ſelf in Zgyft ? 


Sooth, 
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PS Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
f Ant. If you can, your Reaſon ? 
Sooth. I ſee it in my Motion, have it not in my Tongue 
But SEB a 
Ant. Say to me, whoſe Fortune ſhall riſe higher, Ce- 
ſar's or mine? | 


Sooth, Caſar 8. Therefore, oh Antony, 


none but thee, no more, but when to thee, 
play with him at any Game, 
to loſe: Aud of that natural Luck 


115 
5 


ITEED 
1 
1 


naught: And hi 
Beat mine, in hoop'd. at odds. 


S 
4 
= 
8 
8 


ON; 


And though I make this Marriage for my Peace, 
I'th' Eaſt my Pleaſure lies. Oh come, Venditius, 
Enter Ventidius. 


Lep. 
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Till I ſhall fee i Soldier's dreſs, 
aA —— e 
Mec. We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be 
＋ . 
Lep. Your — 1 


raw me much about, 


Eren 
SCENE III. Alexandria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alex2s. 


As with a Woman. Come, 
Mar. As well as I can, 
Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed,tho't come too ſhort, 
The Actor may pardon. I'll none now, 

Give me mine , we'll to th River, there 

My Muſick playing far off, I will betra 

Tawny-fin Fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 

Their ſlimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 

III think every one an , 


And fay, ah, ha; you're caught. 

Char. "Twas when you d on your ing, 
when your Diver did hang a falt Fiſhon his Hook, whi 
he with fervency drew up. ; 
2 — 

ent. laught him our of patience, and that Night 
I him into pati and next Morn, 


Ere the ninth Hour I drunk him to his Bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilſt 


Vor. VII. K | Enter 


J 
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Enter 4 Moſſenger. 


Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That long time haye been barren. | 
Meſ. Madam! Madam 
Cleo. my 
If thou fay fo, Villain, thou kill'ſt thy Miſtreſs: 
But well and free, if thou ſo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 


 Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. 
Cleo. Why there's more Gold. But, Sirrah, mark, we uſe 


y 
good tidings ? If not well, 
me like a Fury crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formal Man. 


Or Friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
Vl ſee thee in a ſhowre of Gold, and bail - 
Rich Pearls upon thee. 


Meſ. Ceſar, and he, are greater Friends than ever, 
Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from me. 
Cleo, I do not like but yet, it do'sallay 

The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 


But yet, is as Jaylor to bring forth 
Some | 


monſtrous MalefaQor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine Ear, 
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The good and bad together: he's Friends with Ce/ar, 
In State of Health thou ſay't, and thou ES free. 
Meſ. Free, Madam! no: I made no ſuch ſport. 
He's bound unto Ofavis. 
Cleo. For what good turn? 
Meſ. For the turn i'th' Bed. 
Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 
Meſ. Madam, he's married to Ofavia. 
Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence thee. 


P Strikes him denn. 
| Me. Good Madam, patience. 

Cles. What ſay you? [Strikes him. 
Hence horrible Villain, or II ſpurn thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me; Vil unhair thy Head: 
{ She bales him up and down, 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyre, and ſtew'd in Briac, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Meſ. Gracious Madam, | 
I, that do bring the News, made not the Match. 

Cleo. Say cis not ſo, a Province I will give thee, 


can beg. 

Meſ. — — 

Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv d too long. [Draws 4 Dagger. 

. Nay chen Fil run: 

What mean you, Madam? I have made no fault. [Exit, 
Char. (iood Madam, keep your ſelf within your ſſelf, 

The Man is innocent. 
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Re. Enter the Meſſenger. 

Though it be honeſt, it is never good 
To bring bad News: give to a gracious Meſſage 
An Hoſt of Tongues, but let ill ridings tell 
Themſelves, when they be felt. 

Mef. 1 have done my Duty. 

Cleo. Is he married? 
He / otras 

ou again fay yes 

Jug. He's married, Madam. 

Cleo. The confound thee, doſtthou hold there ftill? 

Mef. Should I lie, Madam? 

Cleo. Oh, would thou didft : 

So half my Egypt ſubmerg d, and made 

A Ciften for el Soakes Go get thee hence, 
Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy Face, to me 

Thou wouldſt 8 whe $40 He is married? 

_ 4 

Cleo. He is married 

rr 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal : he's married ro Oavis. 

Cleo. Oh that bis fault ſhould make a Knave of thee, 
Thar art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandiſes which thou haſt brought from Rome. 
Are all too dear for me: 


Lye they upon thy Hand, and be undone by em 


TR Alf 
Char. Good Highneſs patience. 
Cleo, In praiſing Antony, I have diſprais d Ceſar. 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cles. I am paid for't now : lead me from hence, 
1 faint; oh Iras, Charmian — tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the Feature of Octavia, her Years, 
Her Inclination, let him not leave our 
The colour of her Ha 1. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorges, 
The ocher way's a Mare. IT 
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— me word, ho tall ſhe is: pity me, Oharmian, 
But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. | Exeuni. 


SCENE IV. The Coaſt of Italy, ear 
Miſenum. | 


Enter Pompey and Menas at one Door with Drum and Trun:- 
per: At another Czfar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, 
Mecznas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching. 

Pom. Your Hoſtages I have, ſo have you mine; 

And we ſhall talk before we fight. 

Ceſ. Moſt meet 

That firſt we come to words, and therefore haye we 

Our written purpoſes before vs ſent, 

Which if thou haſt confidered, let us know, 

If *ewill tie up thy diſcontented Sword, 

And carry back to Sicily much tall Youth, 

That elſe muſt periſh here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great World, 

Chief Factors for the gods. I do not know, 

Wherefore my Father ſhoulu Revengers want, 

Having a Son and Friends; ſince Julius Caſar, 

Who at Philippi the good Bratt ghoſted, 

There ſa you labouriug for me, What was't 

That mov'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And what 

Made thee all- honou d, honeſt Roman Brutus, 

With the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 

To drench the Capitol, bur that they would 

Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 

Hath made me rig my Navy. At whoſe burthen, 

The anger d Ocean foams, with which I meant 

To ſcourge th Ingratitude that deſpiteful Rome 

Caſt on my noble Father. 

Caſ. Take your time. | 
Ant. Thou canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy Sails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At Land thou know it 9 
How much we do oer-count thee. 
Pom. At Land indeed 
Thou doſt &'er-count * my Father's Houſe. 
. F 


But 
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But ſince the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Remain in't as thou may ſt. 

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us, 

For this is the preſent now you talk, 
The Offers we have ſent you 

Caf. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. 

Ceſ. And what may follow 
To try a larger Fortune. 

Pom. You have made me Offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and 1 muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirates; then to ſend 
Meaſures of Wheat to Rome: this E reed upon, 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our Targets undimted. 

Omnes. That's our Offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you here, a Man 
Prepar'd, to take this Offer. Put Mark 
Fut me to ſome impatience: though l loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muſt know 
When Ceſar and vour Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did ſiud 
Her welcome friendly. | 

Ant. 1 have heard it, Pompey, 

And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Poxs. Let me have your Hand: 

1 did not think, Sir, to have met you here. 

Art. The Beds i'th' Eaſt are ſoft, and thanks to you, 
That call'd me timelier than my purpoſe hither: 
For I have gain d by'r. 

Ceſ. Since I faw you laſt, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 
What connts hard Fortune caſts upon my Face, 
But in my Bofom ſhe ſhall never come, 

To make my Heart a Vaſſal. 
Well met here. 


Fem. I hope fo Lepidus, thus we are agreed: 
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I crave our Compoſition be written 
And ſcal'd between us. NY 

Cæſ. That's the next to da. 


Pom. We ll feaft each other, ere we part, and let's ) 
Draw Lots who ſhall begin. 


Ant, That will I, Pompey. 
Pom. No, Antony, take the Lot: 
But firſt or laſt, your fine Egyptian "wo M 
Shall have the Fame. I have heard that Julius Ceſar 
Grew fat with feaſting there. 
Ant You hae heard much. 
Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir. 
Ant. And fair Words to them. 
Pom. Then fo much have I heard: 
And I have heard Apollodorns carried 
Eno. No more of that: he did ſo. 
Pom. What, | pray you? N 
Eno. A certain Queen to Ceſar in a Mattrice. 
Pom. I know thee now, how far ſt thou, Soldier ? 


Eno Well, and weil am like to do, for I perceive 
Four Feaſts are toward. 


Pom. Let me ſhake thy Hand, 
I neyer hated thee: I have ſeen thee fight, 
When 1 have envied thy Behaviour. | | 
Eno. Sir, I never lovd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſery'd tea times as much, 
As ] have ſaid you did. 
Pom, Injoy thy plainneſs, 
It nothing ill becomes thee; 
Aboard my Gally, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords? 
A'l. Shew's the way, Sir. a 
Pom. Come. Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Menas: 
Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne er have made Treaty. 
You and 1 have known, Sir. | 
Eno. At Sea, 1 think. 
Mex. We have, Sir. 
Eno: You have done well by Water, 
Men. And you by Land. | 
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Eno. 1 will praiſe any Man that will praiſe me, | 
r 

Men. = N done by _— * 

Eno. Yes, ſomething can den own Saſe- 
ty: you have been a god Thief by Sea. 2 

Aen. And you by Land. 

Eno. There | deny my Land Service; but give me your 
Hand, Mena, if your Eyes had Authority, here they might 
have two Thieves kiſſing, 

Men. All Mens Faces are true, whatſoc'ertheir Hands are. 

Exo. But there is ne er a fair Woman, has a true Face. 

Men, No ſlander, they ſteal Hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am ſorry it is turn'd to a drink- 
ing. Pompey doth this Day laugh away his Fortune. 

Eno. If be do, ſure he cannot weep't back again. 

Men. You've ſaid, Sir; we look'd not for Mark Anton) 
here; pray you, is ke married to Cleopatra? 

Ens. Caſar's Sifter is called Odavia. 

Men. True, Sir, ſhe was the Wite of Caius Marcellus: 

Eno. But now ſhe is the Wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno. Tis true. 

Men. Then is Ceſar and he for ever knit together. 

Ero. If I were bound to Divine of this Unity, I would 
rot Propheſie ſo. 

Men, I think the Policy of that Purpeſe, made more in 
the Marriage, than the I ove of the Parties. 

Eno. I think ſo too. But you ſhall find the band that 
ſeems to tie their Fri ogether, will be the very 


t 
eftranger of their Amity : Octaxia is of a holy, cold, and 
ſtill Converſation. 
| Men. Who would not have his Wife ſo? 

Eno. Not he that himſelf is not ſo; which is Mark An- 

. He will to his Egyptian Diſh again; then ſhall the 

of Ofavia blow the Fire up in Ceſar, and, as I ſaid 
before, that which is the Strength of their Amity, ſhall 
prove the immediate Author of their Variance. 
will uſe his Affection where it is. He married but his 
©ccafion bere. 


Men, 


— 


hes © 
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Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you Aboard? 
I have a Health for you. | 

Eno. I ſhall take it, Sir: we have us'd our Throats in 
Egypt. 

Men. Come, let's away. Exeumt. 


SCENE V. Pompey': Galley. 


Muſick Plays. 
Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 


1 Ser. Here they'll be, Man: ſome o their Plants are ill 
rooted already, the leaſt Wind i'th* World will blow them 
down. 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour'd. | 

1 Ser. They have — him drink Alms drink. 

2 Ser. As pinch one another by the Diſpoſition he 
cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and 
himſelf to th' drink. 

1 Ser. But it raiſes the greater War betwe:n him and his 
Diſcretion. | 

2 Ser. Why this it is to have a Name in great Mens Fel- 
lowſhip: 1 had as lieve have a Reed that will do me no 
Service, as 2 Partizan I could not heave. | 

1 Ser. To be cal!'d intoa huge Sphere, and not to be ſeen 
to move in't, are the boles where Eyes ſhould be, which 
pitifully diſaſter the Cheeks. 


Trumpets. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Me- 
cænas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 
An. Thus do they, Sir: they take the low o th Nile 
By certain Scale, i th Pyramid; they know 
By th height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if Dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus ſwells 
The more it promiſes ; as it ebbs, the Seecſman 
Upon the Slime and Ooze ſcatters his Grain, 
And ſhortly comes to Haryeſt. | 
Lep. You've ſtrange Serpents there. 
Ants Ay, Lepidus. | 
Lep. Your Serpent of Zgype, is bred now of your mud 
K F by 
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n ſo is your Crocodile. 


Pom. Sirrah, ſome Wine! a Health to Lepids. 


Lep. I am not fo well as 1 ſhould be: 
But I'll n&er out. 


Eno. Not till you have ſlept; I fear me, you'll be in, 


her certainly, 1 have heard the Pyramifis 
Lep. Nay inly, ve s Pyrami 
are oodly things; without Contradiction I have 
n 

Men. Pompey. 2 Word. [ Aſide, 

Poms. Say in mine Ear, what is't? 

Men. Forſake thy Seat, I do beſeech thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a Word. 

Poms. For me till anon, [Whiſper in's Ear. 
This Wine for Lepidus. 


Lep. What manner o' thing is your Crocodile? 

Ant. It is ſhap'd, Sir. like it (elf, and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth; ir is juſt ſo high as ir-is, and moves with its 
own Organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth it, and the 
Elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of! 

Ant. Of it's own colour too. 

, 'Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 
22 PIE 
Caſ. Will this Deſcription fatisfie him? 


Ant. With the that Pompey gives him, ciſe he is 
2 very Epicure. | 
Pom. Go hang, Sir, ! tell me of that? away! 


Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for? 
Men. If for the fake of Merit wilt hear me, 
Riſe from the Stool. 
Pom, I think thou'rt mad; the matter? 
Men. I have ever held my Cap off to thy Fortunes, 
Pom. Thou haft ſerv'd me with much Faith: whats 
elſe to ſay? 2 | 
Ant. 8 Lepidus, 
Keep off them, for you ſink. 
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the World? 
* What n ß 
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Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole World? that's tw:ces 
Pem. How ſhall that be? 
Men. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
I am rhe Man will give thee all the World. 
Pom. Haſt thou drunk well? 
Men. No. Pompey. I have kept me from the Cup, 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly ove: 
What cer the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips, 
Js thine, if thou wile hate. 
Pom. Shew me which way. abs. 
Men, Theſ: three World-Sharers, theſe Competitors 
Are in thy Veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put off, fall to their Throats: 
All there is thine. 
Pom. Ah, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpoken on't. In me 'tis Villany, 
In thee thad been good Service: thou muſt know; 
2 not my Profit that _ lead _ — 
ine Honour is, Repent that c er thy To 
Hath ſo betray d thine AQ. Being done 6 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done; 
Bur muſt condemn it now. Defiſt, and drink. 
Men. For this 1'll never follow 
Thy pall'd Fortunes more; 
Who ſeeks and will not take, when once tis offer d, 
Shall never find it n,ore. 
Pom. This Health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him aſhoar, 
Il pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here's ro thee. Menas. 
Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 
Poms. Fill till the Cup be hid. | 
Eno, Theys's a ſtrange Fellow, Menas.[ Pointing to Lepidus. 
Men. Why ? 
Eno. A bears the third part of the World, Man! ſeeſt not? 
Men. The third Part then is drunk; would it were all, 
that it might go on Wheels. 
Eno, Drink thou, encreale the Reels. 
Fam. This is not yet an Mexandrian Feat. 
Aut 
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Ant. It ripens towards it; ſtrike the Veſſels hoa. 
Here's to Ceſar. | | 
Caf, I could well forbear't, it's monſtrous Labour when 
I waſh my Brain, and it grows fouler. 
Ant, Be a Child &'th' time. 
Caf. Poſſeſs it, I'll make anſwer; but I had rather faſt 
from all, four Days, than drink ſo much in one. 
Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, ſhall we dance now the 
Egyptian Bacc , and celebrate our drink? 
Pep. Let's ha't, good Seldier. 
Ant. Come let's all take Hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſteept our Senſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 
Er All take Hands: | 
Make battery to our Ears with the loud Muſick, 
The while, III place you, then the Boy ſhall ſing. 
The holding every Man ſhall beat as loud, 
As his ſtrong Sides the yolly. 


Muſick plays. Enobarbus places them Hand in Hand, 


The SONG. 


Come thou « rar foe Vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne, 
In thy Fats our Cares be drown'd: 
With thy Grapes our Hairs be crown'd. 
Cup us till the World go round, 
Cup ts till the World go round. 


What would more? Pompey, Night. 
R 
me requeſt you off; our 
Frowns at this — Gentle Lords, let's part, 

You ſee we have burnt our Cheek. 
Is weaker than the Wind; and mine own 
Splits what it ſpeaks; the wd diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all. What needs more Words ; good Night. 
Good Antony, your Hand. 9 7 

Pom. III yy on the Shoar. 


«vx. And Sir, give's your Hand. 


Pom, 
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Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my Father's Houſe, 
But what, we are Friends? Come down into the Beat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not. 
Men. YIl not on Shoar. 
No, to my Cabin—— theſe Drums! 
W Flutes! what! 
Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewel 
; To theſe great Fellows. Sound and be hang d, ſound out. 


[Sound 4 Flouriſh with Drums, 
Eno. Hoo ſays a! There's my Cap. j 
Men. Hoa, noble Captain, come. Exeumt. 


13 — 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Cant. 4 
Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Pacorus born 
before him, Roman Soldiers ny 6 Boca | 
m. Mo W darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now, 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Craſſus death 
Make me revenger. Bear the King's Son's Body 
Before our Army; thy Pacorus, Orodes, | 
Pays this for Marcus Craſſus, 
Rom. Noble Vantidias, | % 
Whilſt yet with Parthian Blood thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
apotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony 
and 


Shall ſet thee on triumphant Chariots, : 
Put Garlands on thy Head. 
Ven, Oh Silias, Silius, 
I have done enough. A lower Place, note well, 


May make too great an AQ. For learn this, Silas, 
er ew by ove Deed 
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One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quick Accumulation of Renown, 
Which he atchiev'd by th' Minute, loſt his Fayour. 


Who does i'th' Wars more than his Captain can, 


Becomes his Captain's Captain: And Ambition, 
The Soldier's Virtue, rather makes choice of Loſs 
Than Gain, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Aut hon u good, 
But *twould offend him; and in his Offence, 
Should my performance periſh. 

Rom. Thou haſt, Ventidius, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinction: 
Thou wilt write to Antony, 

Ven. I'll humbly fignific what in his Name, 
That magical word of War, we have eſſected; 
How with his Banners, and his well paid Ranks, 
That ne'er-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia 
We have jaded out o th Field. 

Rom. Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purpoſeth to Athens; whither with what haſte 
The weight we muſt convey with's, will permit, 
We ſhall appear before him. On there, paſs along. [Exe. 


SCENE II. Rome. 


Enter Agrippa at one Door, Enobarbus at another. 
Agr. What, are the Brothers parted? 1 
Eno. They hore diſpatcht with Porifey, he is gone, 

The other three are Sealing. Octavia weeps 

To part from Rome: Ceſar is fad, and Lepidns 

Since Pompey's Feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled 

With the Green-fickneſs. 
Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one; oh, how he loves Cr. 
Agr. Nay but how dearly he adores Mart Antony, 
Eno. Caſur ! why he's the Fupiter of Mer. AY 
Agr. What's Antony, the god of Tupiter ? 


Exo. Speak you of Ceſar? Ob! the 

Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian Bird! | 

Eno, Would you praiſe Ceſar, ſay Ceſar, go no further, 
ee Ar, 
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Agr, Jaded he plied them both with excellent Praiſes, 
Za But he loves Ceſar belt, yet he loves Antony: 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot. 
Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ing, number; ho, 
His love to Antony. But as for Ceſar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder — 

Agr. Both he loves. 
* The 5 = mp age he their * —— 
This is to Horſe; adieu, e Agri Trumpets, 

Agr. Good Fortune, worthy Lell. and fare wel. 

Enter Cæſar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 
Ant. No —＋ Sir. b 
Lou take from me a great of my ſelf: 

vi e well in't. Siſter, 21 Wife 
As my Thoughts make thee, and as my fartkeſt Bond 


Shall paſs on thy approof. Moſt noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 


Betwixt us, as the cement of our Love, 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortune of it; for better might we 
Have loy'd without this mean, if on boch parts 
This be not cheriſht. ; 
Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt, 
Ceſ. I have ſaid. 
Ant. You ſhall not find, 
Though you be certain curious, the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear; ſo the Gods keep you, 
And make the Hearts of Romans ſerve your Ends: 
We will here part 
CA. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind te thee, and make 
Thy Spirits all of Comfort; fare thee well. 
Od. My noble Brother. | 
Ant. The April's in her Eyes, it is Love's Spring, 
And theſe the Showers to bring it on; be cheart 
08. Sir, look well to my s Houſe; and 
Caſ. What Ofavia ? *Y 


od. 111 tell you in your Ear. % 


Aw; 
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Ant, Her Tongue r 
Her Heart nſorm her Tongue, the Swan's Down-fexher, 
D at full of Tide, 

And neither wa 

Eno. Will 

N in's Face, 

Eno. He were the worſe for that were he a Horſe; fo 
is be a Man. | 
Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 

When cd found Julius Ceſar dead, 
He cryed almoſt to roaring: And he 
When at Philippi he found Brutus (lain. 

Eno, That Year indeed, he was troubled with a Rheum, 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd ; 

Believe't ti 4 

No, ſweet Octavia. 
You ſhall hear from me ſtill; the time ſhall not 
Out-go her thinking on you. 
Ant. ee 
I'll wreſtle with you in my Strength of Love. 
r thus 1 let you go, 
_ ye you to t 

Ce/. Adicu, be happy. 

Lep. an 
To thy fair way. 

Fare wel, Fare wel. [Kiſſes Octavia. 

An, Farewel. [Trumpets ſound. Exennt. 


SCENE III. Alexandria, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 
Cho. Where is the Fellow ? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo, Go to, go to: come hither, Sir. 
Enter the Meſſe enger as before. , 
Alex. Good Majeſty " Herod of * fre dare not look op 


on You, borgwhen yo ou are well 
Herod's Head, V1! N 
mg is gone, through whom 1 nt — 
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I will employ thee back again; 1 find thee 


Moſt fit for Buſineſs, Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 


Char. A r . 

Cleo, Indeed be is ſo; I repent me much 
That fo 1 harried him. Why methinks by bim, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing. 

Char. Nothing, Madam. 


324 The Man hath ſeen ſome Majeſty, and ſhould 
: Ow, 


Char, Hath he ſeen Majeſty ? 1/s elſe defend! 
And ſerving you ſo long. , 
Charmian: 


Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet good 
Where I will write: All may be well enough. 


But tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 


Char. I warrant you, Madam. L Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Athens. 


Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay Odlavia, not only that, 

0 2 ＋— — os 3 more ; 
emblable import, but he hath wag'd _ 

New Wars int Pompey: made his Will, and read it 
To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold and ſickly 
He vented them; moſt narrow meaſure lent me; 
When the beſt hint was given him, he o er- look d, 
Or did it from his Teeth. 

Oct. Oh, my good Lord, 
Relieve not all, or if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this divifion chance, ne'er ſtood between 4 
Praying for both Parts: The good Gods will mock me, 
When 1 ſhall praying, oh biel my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer, by crying cut as loud, _ 
Oh bleſs my Brother. Hos nd win, win Brether, 
Prays, and deſtroys the Prayer, no midway 
»Twixt cheſe Extreams at all, 
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Ant. Gentle Octavia, ; 
Let your beſt Love dravy to that point which ſeeks 


I 
Than s ſo Branchieſs. But as you requeſted, 

Your ſelf ſhall go between's; the mean time, Lady, 

Il raiſe the Preparation of a War 

Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte 

So your Deſires are yours. 

OR. Thanks to my Lord, 

The Jove of Power make me moſt weak, meſt weak, 
Your Reconciler : Wars twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World ſhould cleave, and that flain Men 
Should ſodder up the Rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your Diſpleaſure that way, for our Faults 
Can never be ſo equal, that your Love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Chuſe your own Company, and command what Coſt 
Your Heart has mind to. | [ Eren, 

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, 

Eno. How now, Friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's ſlrange News come, Sir. 

Eno. What, * 0 ke 

Eros. Caeſar and Lepi ve made War Pompey. 

Eno. 2 is old, —— is the Succeſs? * 

Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the Wars gainſt 
Pompey: Preſently denied him Rivalty, would not let him 
partake of the Glory of the Action, and not reſting here, ac- 
cuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey. Up- 


on his own A ſeizes him, ſo the poor Third is up, till 
Death enlarge his Confine. N 
Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Chaps no more, 


and throw between. them all the Food thou haſt, they'll 
grind the other. Where's Antony. 

Eros. He's walking in the Garden thus; and ſpurns 
The Ruth that lyes before him. Crys, Fool Lepidus, 
And threats the Throat of that his Officer, 


Thit murder'd b 
Eno, Our great Navy's rigg d. 
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wx Italy and Ceſar ; more Domitins, 

Y deſires preſently; News 

I 13 have toll h hereafter, I 
Eno. "Twill be naught, but let it be; bring me to Antony 
Eros. Come, Sir. E xeuns. 


SCENE V. Rome. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, and Mecænas. 


Cef. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more, 
Ia Alexandria; here's the matter of it: | 
I'th' Market-place on a Tribunal filver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 

Were publickly enthron'd ; at the Feet fat 
Ceſario whom they call my Father's Son, 
And all the unlawtul Iſſue, that their Luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
ye the ſtabliment of ZZgype, made ber 


He 
Of is, | 
| ower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia 
publick Eye? 


Mec. This in the 
. th 3 — 6" 22 they exerciſe, 
is Sons were proclaim” Kings of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia * 

He gave to Alexander; to Fiolemy he aſſign d 


In the Habiliments of the Goddeſs 1/5 
That day appear d. and oft before gave Audience, 
As tis reported, fo. 
Mec. Let Rome be thus inform's. 
Agr. 
Will thei 
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Ihc uld be depos d, and being, that we detain 
All his Revenue. 


Agr. Sir, this ſhould be anſwer'd. 

Ca. 'Tis done already, and his — gone: 
I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel 
That he his high Authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve his Chance. For what I have conquer d, 
I grant him Part; but then in his A&menis, 


And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I 
Demand the — 


Caf. Nor muſt not then be ed to in this. 
Enter Octavia Attendants. 
OF, Hail Ceſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear Caſar ? 
That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt-away. 
. You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe. 
Caf: Wh haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? you came not 
=> s Siſter; the Wife of Antony 
ve an Army for an Uſher, and 
neighs of Horſe to tell of her A 
ere appear. Trees 
have born Men, and Expectation 7 wo 
— for what it had not. 5 Doſe 
Rurd by aſcended — the Roof hs Heav'n, 
is your T ut are come 
A Merko-egld to Bans: and fee + proveneed 


The oftentation of our Love; — 
ls often left unlov'd; we ſhould have met you 


By Sen, and Land, every Stage 
Wich on augmented 2 * 


Oct. Good, alas 
To come.thus was 1 not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free Will. My Lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that — prepar'd for War, acquainted 


M z whereon 1 begg'd 
No Pardon for return. 


Which ſoon he 
03. Do not ſay ſo, wy Lend 
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Ceſ. I have Eyes u him, 
4 Affairs — A. on the Wind: 


Where is he now ? 

Caf Ne - > nel Siſter; Cleopaty 

. No, m ; a 

| Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his Empire 
Vp to a Whore, who now are ors. 
The Kings o'th' Earth for War. He aſſembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Paphlagenia; the Thracian King Adallas, 
King Malichus of Arabia, King of Pons, 
Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King 
Of Comagene, Polemen and Amintas, 
The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger Lift ot Scepters. 

Oct. Ay me moſt wretcied, 
That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends; 
That do afflict each other. 

Ceſ. Welcome hither; 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
'Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent Danger; cheer your Heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives, 
Oer your Content, theſe ſtrong Neceſſities, 
But let determin'd things to deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abu d 
Beyond the Mark of Thought; and the high Gods 
To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Be of Comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 
Agr. Welcome Lady. 
Mer. Welcome, dear Madam, 
Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you; 
Only th' adulterous Antony, moſt large | 
__ 2 turns you off, 

ives his potent Regiment to a Trull 

That Noſes it — us. — 


08. Is it ſo, Sir? 
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Ce/. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome; pray you 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ſt Siſter. [Exexm, 


SCENE VI. Adgium, 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 
Cleo, I will be even with thee; doubt it not. 


Cleo. Is t not denounc'd againſt us? why ſhould not we 
be there in Perſon ? 
Eno. Well, I could reply; if we ſhould ſerve with Horſe 
Mares together, the Horſe were merely luſt; the Mares 
vrould bear a Soldier and his Horſe. 
Cleo. What ist you fay ? 
Eno. Your Preſence needs muſt puzzle Antony. 
Take from his Heart, take from his Brain, take from's Time 
What ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is already © 
Traduc'd for Levity, and tis ſaid in Rome, 
That Photinus an Eunuch, and your Maids, 
Manage this War. 
Cles. Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot 
That ſpeak againſt us. A charge we bear i'th' War} 
And as ary Preſident of my Kingdom will | 
Appear for a Man. Speak not againſt it, 
1 will not ſtay behind. | 
| Enter Antony and Canidius. 
Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Canidize, 
That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 
He could fo quickly cut th Ioman Sea, 
And take in Toryne ? You have heard on't, Sweet? 


2 - r 


Which might have well becom'd the beſt of Men 
To taunt a Slackneſs. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by Sea. 


our ſelf meerly to chance and hazard, 
From Security. 


Cleo. 1 have fixty Sails, Ca/ar none better. 
Ant. Our over-plus of Shi 


in Perſon? Tis i 
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| Enter à Soldier. 
How now, worthy Soldier ? 
Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not to rotten Planks : Do you miſdoubt 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds? let th Zgytrians 
And the Phonicians go a Ducking: we 
Have us'd to Conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant, Well, well, away. ¶ Exeunt Ant. Cleo, and Enob. 

Sold. By Hercules | think 1 am ith' right. | 

Ean. Soldier thou art: but the whole Action grows 
Not in the power on't: ſo our Leaders lead, 

And we are Womens Men. 

Sold. You keep by Land 
The Legions and the Horſe whole, do you not? 

Ven. Marcus Oftavins, Marcus Fuſtius, 
Publicola, and * 22 Sea * 1 
But we whole This ſpeed of Caſars 
Carries — do belief." a 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome 
His Power went out in ſuch diſtractions, 

As beguil'd all Spi 

Can. Who's his Lieutenant, hear you? 

Sold. They ſay, one Torus. 

Can. wel I know the Man. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Emperor calls Canudins, 

Can. With News the Time's in Labour, and throws forth 
E2ch minute, ſome [ 

Enter Cæſar with his Army, marching. 

Ceſ. Torus? 

Tor. My Lord. 

Ceſ. Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceed 
The Preſeript of this Scroul: Our Fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. [ Exit. 

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus. 
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o'th' Hill, 
In Eye of Caſar's Battle, from which place 
We mi the number of the * behold, 


« .- And 
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And ſo proceed accordingly. [ Exit, 


Canidius marchmg with his Land Army one over the 
Stage, and Torus the Lieutenant of Cæſar Fax ua way 
after their going in, is heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. Alarmm. 
Enter Enobarbus. | 
Eno, Naughr, naught, all naught, I can behold no longer; 

n — Admiral, 

With all their fixty flie, and turn the Rudder: 

To ſce't, mine Eyes are blaſted. 

| Enter SCarus. 
Scar. Gods, and Goddeſſes, all the whole Synod of them! 
Eno. What's thy Paſſion? 
Scar. The greater Cantle of the World is loſt 
With very ignorance, we have kiſs d away 
Kingdoms and Provinces. 
Eno. How appears the Fight ? 

Scar. On our fide like the Token'd Peftilence, 

Where Death is ſure. Your ribauld Nag of ZZgypr, 

(Whom Leproſie o'er.) ih very midſt o'th* fight, 

When 9 like a pair of Twins appear'd 

Both of the ſame, us aro — dee Elder; 

The Breeze „ like a in , 

Hoiſts Sails, is y"_ 

Eno. That I beheld: 
Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft; 

The roble ruin of her Magick, Antony, 

Claps on his N and like a doating 

Leaving the Fight in heighth, flies after her: 

I] never ſaw an Action of ſuch ſhame; 

Experience. Manhood, Honour ne'er before. 

Did violate fo it ſelf. 

Eno. Alack, alack. 
Enter Canidius. 
Can. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 

And finks moſt lamentably. Had our General 

Been what he knew — it had gone well: 

Oh he has given example for our flight, 

Moſt groſſy by his own Eu. 
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Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight indeed · 
Can. Toward Peloponneſus are fled. 
Scar. Tis eaſie tot. 
And there I will attend what further comes. 
Can. To Ceſar will I render 
My Legions and my Horſe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 
Eno. Vil yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though my Reaſon 
Sits in the Wind againſt me. 
Enter Antony with Attendants. 
Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It is aſham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the World, that I 
Have loſt my way for ever. I have a Ship 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it; flie, 
And make your peace with Ceſar. 
Omnes. Fly! Not we. 
Ant. I have fled my ſelf, and have inſtructed Cowards 
To run, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 
I have my ſelf reſolv d upon a courſe, 
Which has ne need of you. Be gone, 
My Treaſure's in the Harbour. Take it Oh, 
I tollow'd that I bluſh to look u 
My very Hairs do mutiny; for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends, be gone, you ſhall 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, 925 will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not ſad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs; take the hint 
Which my Deſpair ims. Let them be left 
Which leave themſelves. To the Sea- ſide ſtraight- way: 
1 will peſſeſs you of that Ship and Treaſure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little; pray you now — 
Nay, do ſo; for indced I have loſt command, 
Therefore, | pray you—— I'll ſee you by and by. [Sits dawn. 
Euter Cleopatra, led by Charmian Eros. 
Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Iras. Do, moſt dear Queen. 
Char. Do? why, what elle? 


L 2 Cleo. 
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Cleo. Let me fit down ; Oh Funo! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 
Eros. See you here, Sir? g 
Ant. Oh , fie, ſie. | [ 
Char . Madam. 
Iras. Madam, Oh good Empreſs. 
Eros, Sir, Sir. ; 
Ant. Les my Lord, yes; he at Philippi k 
His Sword e'en like a Dancer, while 1 ft 
The lean and wrikled Caſſus, and twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended; he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave ſquares of War; yet now—— no matter —— 
Cleo. Ah ſtand by. 
Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen 
Iras. Go to him, Madam, ſpeak to him, | 
He is unqualited with very ſhame. 
Cleo. Well then, ſuſtain me: Ob! 
Eros. Moſt noble Sir, ariſe, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will ſeize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 
Ant. I have offended Reputation; 
A moſt unnobie ſwerving —— 
Eros. Sir, the Queen. 
Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, Zgypr? ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 
By looking back, on what I have left behind 
Stroy'd-in diſhonour. 
Cles. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fearful Sails; I little thought 
You would have-follow ed. 
Am. Zgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My Heart was to thy Rudder ty'd by th' ſtring, 
And thou ſnhould'ſt towe me after. Oer my Spirit 
The full Supremacy thou knew'ſt, and that 
'Thy beck, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 
Cle. Oh, my pardon. 
Ant. Now l muſt 
To the young Man ſend humble treaties, dodge 


Aud 


1 
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And palter in the ſhift of lowneſs, who 
With half the bulk o'th* World play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 
eo. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a Tear, I ſay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give me a Kiſs, 
Even this repays. 
We ſent our Schoolmaſter, is he come back ? 
Love I am full of Lead; ſome Wine 
Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers Blows. ¶ Exeunt. 


S C E N E VII. Cæſar - Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabeila, Thidias, with others. 

Cef. Let him appear that's come from Antony. 
Know you him? 

Dol. Caſar, tis his Schoolmaſter, 
An Argument that he is pluckt, when hither | 
He ſends ſo poor a Pinnion of his Wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 

Enter Ambaſſador from Antony, 
Cef. Approach and ſpeak. 
Such as I am, I come from Antony: 

] was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea. 

Caf. Be't ſo, declare thine Office. 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Zgypt; which not granted 
He leſſens his Requeſts, and to thee ſues 
To let him breath between the Heav'ns and Earth 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy Greatneſs; 
Submits her to thy Might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 


L 3 Now 
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RN RE to thy Grace, 
For Antony, 
I have no Ears to his og The Queen, 


Of Audience, nor Defire ſhall fail, fo ſhe 
From Zgype drive her all - di Friend, 
Or take his Life there. This, if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
Amb, Fortune purſue thee, 
Cef. Bring him through the Bands: [Exit Ambaſſador. 
To try thy Eloquence, now tis time, diſpatch, 
From Antony win Cleopatra, [To Thidias. 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
In their beft Fortunes ſtrong; but Want will perjure 
The ne'er touch'd Veſtal. Try thy Cunning, Thidias, 
Make thine own Edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. 
Thid. Ceſar, I go. 
Ce. Obierve how Antony becomes his flavy, 
And what thou thinkeſt his very Action ſpeaks 
In every power that moves. 
Tkid. Caſar, I ſhall, C xen. 


SCENE VIII. Alexandria. 


Ener Cleopatra, Enobar bus, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enoburbm? 

Ezo. Think, and dye. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in frult for this? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make bis Will 
Lord of his Reaſon, What though you fled 
From that great Face of War, whoſe ſeveral 
Frighted each other? Why ſhould he follow? 
Tho itch — Affection — N * then 
Have nickt his Captainſhip, at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos'd, he being 
The meer queſtion. *Tis a ſhame no lefs 
Than was his lofs, to courſe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing. 
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Enter Antony, with the Ambaſſador. 

Art. Is this his Anſwer? 

Amb. Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. The Qucen ſhall then have courte ie, 

So ſhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He ſays ſo. 

Ant. Let her know't. 

To the Boy Caſar ſend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill tky Wiſhes to the brim, 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That Head, my Lord? 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Roſe ' 
Of Youth upon him; vom wile the World ſhould note 
Something particular; hi Ships, ions, 
May be SR whoſe Miciſters a 
Under the Service of a Child, as ſoon 
As i' th' Command of Ceſar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay Compariſons apart, 

And anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 
Our ſelves alone; I'll write it, follow me. [Exit Anthony. 

Eno, Yes, like enough: hye-battel'd Cæſar will 
Ucſtare his Happineſs, and be Stag d to th ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder, I ſee Mens Judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things out ward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer all alike. That he ſheuld dream, 
Knowing all Meaſures, the full Ceſar wil: 

Anſwer his Emptineſs; Ceſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His Judgment too. 


EE Enter 4 Servant. 
Ser. A Meſſenger from Ceſar. 

Cleo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women, 
Againſt the blown Roſe may they Rop their Noſe, 
That kneel'd unto the Bud:. Admit him, Sir. 


Eno. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare; 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegiance a fall's Lord, 
Do's conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i th' Story. | 
L4 Dauser 


I hear the doom of Zgype. 
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Enter Thidias. 
Cleo. Caſar s Will. 
Thid, Hear it apart. 
Cleo. None but Friends; ſay boldly. © 
Thid. So haply are they Friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Ceſar has; 
Or needs not us. If Ceſar pleaſe, our Maſter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, and that is Caſar s. 
Thid. So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, Ceſar intreats 
Not to conſider in what Caſe thou ſtand'ft 
Further than he is Caſar. 
Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 
Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you feared him. 
Cleo. Oh! [ Aſide. 
Thid. The Scars upon your Honour, therefore he 
Do's pity, as conſtrained Blemiſhes, 
Not as ee. 
Cleo. He is a God, and knows what is moſt right. 
Mine Honour was not yielded, but conquer'd meerly. 
Eno. To be ſure of — I will ask 2 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky 
That we muſt leave thee to thy ſinking, for _ \ 
Thy deareſt quit thee. [Exit Eno, 
Thid. Shall 1 ſay to Ceſar, 
What you require of him: for he partly 
To be deſir'd to give. It much would p | him, 
That of his Fortunes you would make a Staff 
To lean upon. But it would warm his Spirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony 
And put your ſelf under his Shrowd, theuniverſal Landlord, 
Cleo. What's your Name? 
Thid. My Name is — 
Cleo. Moſt kind Meſſi 
Say to great Ceſar this in 
10G 1h — Tell him, I am 
To lay my Crown at's Feet, and there to kneel, 


Tell him, that from his all-obeying Breath 


„„ ww 
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Thid. *Tis your nobleſt Courſe: 
Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No Chance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand. 
Cleo, Your Ceſar's Father oft. 
When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his Lips on that unworthy place, 
As it reign'd Kiſſes. 

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus. 
Aut. Favours! by Fove that thunders, 


[Seeing Thidias kiſs her Hand. 
What art thou Fellow ? * 4 


Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt Man, and worthieſt 
To have Commard obey'd, | 

Eno. You will be . 

Ant. Approach thert -L ah you Kite ! Now Gods and Devils! 
Authority melts from me of late, When I cry'd hoa! 
Like Boys unto a Muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry Your Will. Have you no Ears? a 
I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip: him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Eno, Tis better playing with a Lion's Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. | 

Ant. Moon and Stars 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Ceſar, ſhould I find them 
So ſawcy with the Hand of ſhe here, what's her Name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra — Whip him, Fellows — 
'Till like a Boy you fee him cringe his Face, 
And whine aloud for Mercy. Take him hence, 

Thid. Mark Antony 

Ant. Tug him away; bein whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Caſar s ſhall 


Bear us an Errand to hin. [Exernt with Thidiat. 


You were half blaſted ere L knew you: Ha! 
Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 

Aud by a Jem of Women, to be abus'd. 


Ls | By 
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By one that looks on Feeders? 
Cleo. Gocd, my Lord 
Art. You have been a Boggler ever, 
But when we in our Vicioulneſs grew hard, 
Oh miſery on't, the wiſe Gods ſeal our Eyes E 
In our own filth, drop our clear Judgments, make us 
Adore our Errors, laugh at's while we ſtrut 
To our Confulion. 
Cleo. Oh, is't come to this ? 
Ant. 1 found you as a Morſel, cold upon 
Dead Cefar's Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's, beſides what hotter Hours 
Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For 1 am ſure, 
Though you can what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this? 
Ant. To let a Fellow that will take Rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My Play-fellow, your Hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high Hearts! O that I were 
Upon the Hill of , to out-roar | 
The horned Herd, for I have Savage Cauſe. 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like . 
A halter'd Neck, which does the Hangman thank 
For being yare about him. Is he whip'd? 
| Enter a Servant with Thidias. 
Ser. N ya bang , 
Ant. Cry'd he? 'd a pardon? 
Ser, He Aid ask Favour. 


* 4 — — —— 
— —— SLIT a —— „ a « Fa 


Ant. 1f that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his Daughter; and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ceſar in his Triumph, ſince 
Thou haſt been whipp'd, for following him. Henceforth 
The white Hand of a Lady Feaver thee, | 
Shake to look ont. Go get thee back to Ceſar, 
Tell him thy Entertainment: look thou ſay, 
He make me angry with him. For he ſeems 
Proud and diſdainful, harping on what I am, 


Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 


And 
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ö And at this time moſt eaſie tis to do't: 
When my good Stars, that were my former guides, 
Have empt left their and ſhot their Fi es, 
Into the i iſm of Hell. If he miſlike 
My Speech, and what is 8 tell him he has 
Hiparchus, my enfranched Bondman, whom 
He may at pleaſure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he thall Ie, to quit mY . it thou: 


Hence with thy tri ; [Exit Thid. 
wy Sa yet 


Cleo. Have yo 

Ant. Alack, « — Moon is now Eclips d, 
And it portends alone the Fall of Antony. 

Cleo. I _ 9 "A 

Ant. To flatter Ceſar, w mingle E 
With one that ties bis Points? * * 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 

Ant, Cold-hearted toward me? 

Cleo. Ah, Dear, if I be ſo, 
From my cold Heart let Heav'n Jr Hail. 
And poiſon it in the Source, and the firſt Stone 
Drop in my Neck; as it dete mines. fo 
Diſſolve my Life; the next Ceſario ſmite, 
Till b degrees the Memory of oy Womb, 
. with my brave Egyptian: 

y the diſcatt of this pelletted ftorm, 
1 Le ol Flies a — Gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for Prey. | 
I am fatisfied : 

Ceſar ſets down in Alexandria, where 


I will o his Fate. Our Force by Land 
Hath nobly held, and ſever d Navy too 

7 Have — „and Fleat, threat ning molt Sca- like. 
Where haſt t a been, my Heart? doſt thou hear, Lady ? 


If from the Field 1 ſhall return once more 
To kiſs theſe Lips, I will appear in Blood. 
I. and my Sword, will earn my r. 
There's 4 in t yet. 
Cleo, That's my brave Lord. 
Ant. 1 will be A ſine wed, hearted, braach d 
And fight maliciouſly ; for When mine Hours 
And won. = = 
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Were nice and lucky, Men did ranſome Lives 
Of me for Jeſts; but now, II ſet my Teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gawdy Night: Call to me 
All my fad Captains, fill our Bowls; once more 
Let's mock the Midnight Bell. wm 

Cleo. It is my Birth-day, 

I had thought t'have held it poor. But fince my Lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra, 

Ant, We will yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 

Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to Night Ill force 
The Wine peep through their Scars. Come on, my Queen, 
There's ſap int yet. The next time I do fight 
Vil make Hearh ove me: for I will con 
Even with his Peſtilent Scythe. Exeunt. 

Eno. Now he'll out- ſtare the Lightning; to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of Fear, and in that Mood 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge; and l ſee till 
A diminution in our Captain's Brain 
Reſtores his Heart; when Valour preys on Reaſon, 

It eats the Swords it fights with: I will ſeek 
Some way to leave him. Exit. 


— 
r 


ACT w. SCENE L 
SCENE Caſar's Camp. 
wc 2. 83 bis Army. 


i calls me Boy, and chides as he had Power 
To beat me out of Zgypr, My Meſſen 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to erfonal Combe: 
o_ to Antony, Let the old Ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 88 

Mee. Ceſar muſt think, 


When 


it, 
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When one ſo , he's hunted 


great begins to 


Even to falling. Give him no Breath, but now 


Make boot of his Diſtraction: Never Anger 
Made Guard for it ſelf. 
Ce/. Let our beſt Heads know, 
That to Morrow the laſt of Battels 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thoſe that ſervd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to do't, 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Antony! ¶ Excunt 


SCENE II. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, 
Alexas, with others. 
Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitins, 
Eno. No? BY. 
Ant, Why ſhould he not? | 
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty Men to one. 
Ant. To Morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make A hve again. Woo't thou fight well? 
Eno, I'Il ſtrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. Well ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houfhold Servants, let's to Night 
Enter Servants. 
Be bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy Hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt, ſo haſt thou, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you have ſery'd me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 
Cleo. What means this? | 
Eno. 'Tis one of thoſe odd Tricks which Sorrow ſhoots 
Out of the Mind. © 
Ant. And thou art honeſt too: 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many Men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 


An Antony, that 1 might do you Service; 
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So good as you have done. 
Omnes. The Gods forbid! 
Ant. Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Night; 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As whea mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And ſuffered my command. 
Cleo. What does he mean? 
Eno. To make his Followers weep. 
May be it is the period of your Duty, 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, er if, 
A mangled Shadow. Perchance to Morrow, 
You'll ſerve another Maſter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
I turn not away, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good Service, ſtay till Death: 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no more, 
And the Gods yield you for't. 
Eno. What mean you, Sir, > 
To give them this diſcomfort? Look, you weep. 
And I, an Aſs, am Onion-ey'd; for ſhame, 
Transform us not to Wemen. 
Ant. Ho, ho, ho: | 
Now the eg hay = if I m__ it thus, 
Grace 0 drops fall; my hearty Friends, 
You = me in too —— ſenſe; 4 
For I ſpake to you for your Comfort, did deſire you 
To burn this Night with Torches: know, my Hearts, 


1 hope well of to-Morrow, and will lead you, 


Where rather I'll expect victorious Life, 

Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
And drown Conſideration. [ Zreunt. 
Enter a Company of Soldiers. 

1 Sold. Brother, good Night: To Morrow is the Day, 


2 Sold. It will determine one way: Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the Streets ? 
I _ — $ wn News? 
2 Sold. Belike 'tis but a Rumour, good Night 
1 Sold, Well, Sir, good Night. * 
9 


: 
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2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful Watch 
1 Sold. And you, Good Night, good Night. 
[They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage. 
2 Sold. Here we; and if to Morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Sold, Tis a brave Army, and full of 
Muſick of the Hoboyes is under "the Stage; 
2 Sold, Peace, what Noiſe? 
1 Sold, Lift, liſt! 
2 Sold. Hark! 
1 Sold. Mufick i'th Air. 
Sold. Under the Earth. 
gs well, do's it nat? 
2 Sold. No. 
1 Sold, Peace I ſay: what ſhould this mean? 
2 Sold. "Tis the god Hercules, who loved Antony, 
Now leaves him. 
1 Sold. Walk, let's ſee if other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? 
2 Sold. How now, Maſters? [Speak together, 
Omnes. How now? how now ? do you hear this? 
1 Sold, Ist not ſtrange? 
3 Sold, Do you hear, Maſters? Do you hear ? 
1 Sold. Fellow the noiſe ſo far as we have quarter, 
Let's ſee how it will give eff. 
Onmes. Content: tis ſtran 22 
Euter Antony and — with others. 
Ant. Eros, mine Armor, Erss 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Eros. 
Enter Eros. 
Come, my good Fellow, put thine Iron on; 
e „it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. * III help too, An 
What's this for? Ah, let be, ler chou art 
The Armourer of m Heart; Falſe, falſe ; This this, 
Sooth-law I'll IPs hus it muſt be. 


It 


1 Exennt. 


Ant. 
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Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 

Seeſt thou, my good Fellow. Go put on thy Defences. 
Eno. Briefly, Sir. 1 
Cleo. 1s not this buckled well? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do pleaſe 

To dof't for our Repoſe, ſhall hear a Storm, 

Thou fumbleſt Eros, and my Queen's a Squire 

More tight at this; Diſpatch. O Love, 

That thou couldſt ſee my Wars to Day, and knew I 

The Royal Occupation, thou ſhouldſt ſee 

A Workman in't. 

Enter an armed Soldier, 

Good Morrow to thee, welcome, 

Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike Charge: 

To Buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, 

And go to't with delight, 

Sold. A thouſand, Sir, | 
Early though't be, have on their Rivetted trim, 
And at the Port expect you. [ Shout. Trumpets flouriſu, 
Enter Captains and Soldiers, 
2 The Morn is fair; good Morrow General, 
. Good Morrow, General, 
A. Tis well blown, Lad. 

This Morning like the Spirit of a Youth 

That means to be of Note, begins betimes. 

So, ſoz Come give me that, what ere becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what ere becomes of me ( 
This is a Soldier's kiſs; rebukeable, ! 
And worthy ſhameful Check it were, to ſtand 
On more Mechaniek Compliment, II} leave thee, 

Now, like a Man of Steel. You that will fight, 

Follow me cloſe, I'll bring you to't: Adieu. 
Char. Pleaſe you to retire to your Chamber? 
= forth gallan ly : that he and 

Ke goes fort tly : that ar mi 

Determine this great War in ſingle Fits, * 

Then Autony —— but now —— Well on. Dun. 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Antony and Eros. 
Eros, The Gods make this a happy Day to Antony. 
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Ant. Would thou, and thoſe thy Scars had once prevail'd 
To make me fight at Land. 
Eros. Hadſt thou done ſo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
That has this Morning left thee, would have till 
Followed thy Heels. 
Art. Who's gone this Morning ? 
Eros. Who? one ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus, 
He ſhall not hear thee, or from Cæſars Camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 
Ant. What ſay' thou? 
Sold. Sir, he is with Caſar. 
Eros, Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold, Moſt certain. 
Ant, Go, Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to him, 
I will ſubſcribe. gentle Adieus, and Greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more Cauſe 
To change a Maſter, Oh my Fortunes have 
— honel Men. Diſpatch, Eros. Ereumte,. 


SCENE II. Cæſarꝰ Camp. 
Enter Cxſar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and Dolabella. 


Ceſ Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the Fight: 
Our Will is Antony be took alive; 
Make it ſo known. 
Agr. Ceſar, I ſhall. | 
Caſ. The time of univerſal Peace is near; 
Prove this a proſp'rous Day, the three-nook'd World 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
> Antony is come into the Ficld. 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
That may ſeem to ſpend his Fury 
Upon himfelf. | [ Exeunt. 
Eno. Alexas doth revolt, and went to Fewry on 
Attairs of Autony; there did perſw¾pade 
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Great Herod to incline himſelf te ! 
And leave his Maſter Antony. For this pains 
ar hath hang'd him: Canidixs and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No hon Truſt: I have done ill, 
Of which I da accuſe my ſelf fo forely, 
That I will joy no more. 
Enter a Soldier of Cæſar : 
Sold. Enobarbus, 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Meſſenger 
Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules. 
Eno. I give it you. 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus, 
I tell you true: Beſt j ou ſee ſafe the Brin 
Out of the Hoaſt: I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would have done't my ſelf. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Fove. [Exi, 
Eno I am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel | am ſo moſt, Oh Antony, 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how wouldſt thou have paid | 
My better Service, my Turpitude 
Thou doſt ſo crown with Gold. This bows my Heart; 
If fovift Thought break it not, a ſwiſted mean 
Shall out-ſtrike Thought ; but Thought will do't, I feel. 
I fght againſt thee! — No, I will go ſeek | 
Some Ditch, where I may die; the foul'ſt beſt fits 
My latter part of Life. [ Exit, 


SCENE IV. Before the Walls of Alexandria. | 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa. 

Agr. Retire, we have 3 far: 1 
Ceſar himſelf has Work, and our Oppreſſion | 
Exceeds what we expected. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 

Sear. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had droven them home 
With Clouts abouts about their Head. 2 


Antony and Cleopatra. 255 


Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. 

Sear. I had a W here that was like a T, 
But now tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

— wel beat em into Bench- holes, I have yet 

Room for ſix ſcotches more. 
Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our Advantage ſerves 
For a fair Victory. 

Scar. Let us ſcore their Backs, 
And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly Comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good Valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I'll halt after. [Exenmt, 


Alarum. _—— _ Scarus, with 


V run one before, 
3 to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall ſee s, we'll ſpill rhe Blood 
That has to day eſcap'd. I thank you all, 
For doughty handed are you, and — ſought 
Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't bad been 
Each Man's like mine; you have ſhewn all Hedors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilſt they with joyful Tears 
Waſh the congealment from your Wounds, and kifs 
The hcnour'd gaſhes whole. Give me thy Hand. [To Scarus. 
Enter Cleopatra. 
To this great Faiery I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her Thanks bleſs thee. O thou day o'th' World, 
Chain mine arm'd Neck, leap thou, Attire and all, 
Through proof of Harneſs to my Heart, and there 
Ride on 2 Pants triumphing. 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, 


Oh infinite Virtue, com'ſt thou ſmiling from 


* The World's 1 Snare uncaught ? 
Ant. My * 


We have beat r to their Beds, What, Girl, thoughgray 
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A Brain that nouriſhes our Nerves, 
Get gole for gole of Youth. Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring Hand, 
Kiſs it my Warrior: He hath fought to Day, 
As if a God in hate of Mankind had 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a Shape. 
Cleo. I'll give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a King's. 
Ant. He has deſery'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabus Car. Give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To camp this Hoaſt, we all would ſap together, 
And drink Carowſes to the next Day's Fate 
Which promiſes Royal Peril. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaſt you the Cities Ear, 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, | 
That Heaven and Earth may ſtrike their ſounds —_—_ 
Applauding our Approach. Exeunt. 


SCENE v. Caſas Camp. 


Enter a Century, and his Company, Enobarbus follows, 
Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this Hour, 
We muſt return to th Court of Guard; the Night 

In ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhall embattel 
By th' ſecond Hour i th Morn. 
1 Harch. This laſt Day was a ſhrewd one to's. 
Eno. Oh bear me witneſs Night, 
2 Hatch. What Man is this? 
1 Mach. Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed Moon, 
When Men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Bear hateful Memory; poor Enorbarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. - 
Cent. Enobarbus? 


3 Watch, Peace; bark further. 


7 


Antony and Cleopatra. 261 


Eno. Oh Sovereign Miſtreſs of true Melancholy, 
The poiſonous Damp of Night diſpunge upon me, 
That Life, a very Rebel to my Will, 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my Fault. 
Which being dried with Grief, will break to Powder, 
And finiſh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my Revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me in-chine own Particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regiſter 
A Maſter-leaver, and a Fugitive: 
Oh Antony! Oh dntony! Dies. 
1 Watch. Let's ſpeak to him. 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Ceſar. | 
2 Hatch. Let's do ſo, but he 
Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for 
1 Watch. Go we to hi 
2 Watch, Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 
1 Watch, Hear you, Sir? 
Cent. The Hand of Death hath caught him. 
[ Drums afar off. 
Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
Let us bear him to th Court of Guard; he is of note, 
Gur Hour is fully our. 
2 Hatch. Come on then, he may recover yet. [Exennt- 


SCENE VI. Between the two Camps, 


Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 

Ant. Their Preparation is to Day by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 

Scar. For both, my Lore. : 

Ant, I would they'd fight i'th' Fire, or in the Air, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hills adjoining to the City 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven: Further on, 
Where their Appointment we may beſt diſcoyer, 
Ard look on their Endeavour. | 


Enter 
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Enter Cæſar, and his Army. 
Caf. But being charg'd, we will be till by Land, 
Which as I take't we ſhall; for his beſt force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 
And hold our beft Advantage. [ Exeum:. 
[ Alarum afar off, as at a Sea-fight, 
Euter Antony and Scarus. 
Ant. Yet they are not join'd: 
Where ＋ Pine . | 4 4 
I'll bring thee word ſtraight, 'ris like to Exit. 
1 have built 2 
In Cleepatra's Sails their Neſts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not they cannot tell look grimly, 
And dare not ſpeak their Knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected, and by tarts, 
His fretted Fortunes give him Hope and Fear 
Of what he has, and bas not. [Exi, 


SCENE VII. Alexandria. 
Enter Anteny. 


Ant. All is loſt! 
This foul 2 hath betray'd me! 
My Fleet hath yiclded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caft their up, and Carouſe together 
Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn'd Whore! 'tis thou 
Haſt fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 
Makes only Wars on * Bid them all fly: 
For when I am reveng d upon my Charm, 
I have done all. Bid them all Ay, be gone. 
Oh Sun, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here 
Do we ſhake Hands All come to this! The Hearts 
That pannelled me at Heels, to whom I gave 
Their Wiſhes, do diſ-candy, melt their Sweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar: And this Pine is bark'd, 
That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am. 
Oh this falſe Soul of Zgyps! this grave Charm, 
Whoſe Eye beck'd forth my Wars, and call'd them home: 
Whoſe Boſom was my Crownet, my chief End, 
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Like a right Gipſie, hath at faſt and looſe . 
— me, to the very Heart of lofs. 


What Eros, Eros! 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 


Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love? 
Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Caſar s Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoiſt thee up to th ſhouting Plebeians ; 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt Spot 
Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 
For poor ſt Diminutives, for Dolts; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy Viſage up 
With her prepared Nails. *Tis well thou'rt gone, 
[Exit Cleopatra; 
If it be well to live. But better twere 
Thou fell'ſt into my Fury, for one Death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa ! 
The Shirt of Neſſus is upon me; teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, th e: 
Let me | Licas on the Horns o'thi Moon, 
And with Hands that graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf. The Witch ſhall die; 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath fold me, and I fall 
Under his Plot : She dies for't. Eros, hoa! [Exits 
Enter Cleopaira, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 
Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 
Was never ſo imboſt. 
Char. To th' Monument, there lock your ſelf, 
And ſend him Word you are dead: 
The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 
Then Greatneſs going off. 
Cleo. To th' Monument; 
Mardian, go tell him I have ſlain my ſelf, 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Antony, 
And word it, prithee, pitiouſly, Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my —_— — 
; Exeunt. 
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SCENE vit. Cleopatra's Palace: 


Enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 

Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 

Ant. Sometime we ſee a Cloud that's Dragoniſh,' 
A Vapour ſometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 

A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 

A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 

With Trees upon't, that nod unto the World, 

And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haſt ſeen theſe Signs, 
They are black Veſper's Pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horſe, even with a Though: 
The Rack diſlimn's, and makes it indiſtinct 

As Water is in Water. 

Eros, It 7 Lord. . 

Ant. My Knave, Eros, now thy Ca is 
Even ſuch a Body; here I am bs," 23 
Yet cannot hold this vifible Shape, my Knave. 

I made theſe Wars for Zgypr, and the Queen, 

Whoſe Heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine; 

Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto't 

A million oe Ap loſt * Fete has 

Packt Cards with Ceſar, id my Glor 

Unto an Enemy's Triumph. * 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 

Our ſelves to end our ſelves. Oh the vile Lady! 
Enter Mardian. 


She has robb'd me of my Sword. I 
May, No, Antony, D 
My Miſtreſs loy'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled Q 
With thine intirely. | R * 
Ant. Hence, fawcy Eunuch, Peace, ſhe bath betraid me I 
And the ſhall die the Death. Ti 
Mar. Death of one Perſon can be paid but once, I. 
And that ſhe has diſcharg d. What thou woulad'ſt do Tl 
Is done unto thy Hand; the laſt ſhe{{pake Is 


Was Antony! moſt noble Antony! 
Theu 
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Then in the midſt a tearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony; It was divided 
Between her Heart and Lips; ſhe rendred Life 
Thy Name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long Day's task is done, 
And we muſt ſleep; that thou depart'ſt hence fate 
Does pay thy Labour richly; go. Oh. pluck off 

Exit Mard'an, 
The ſeven- fold Shield of Ajax cannot krep 
The battery from my Heart. Oh cleave my ſides. 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thyContinent ¶ Unarmmghimſel/. 
Crack thy frail Caſe. Apace. Eros, apace, 
No more a Soldier — b:u ſed pieces go, 
You have been nobly born; from me a while, ¶ Fx Ero 
| will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and g 
Weep for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 
All length is Torture; ſince the Torch is out, 
Lye down and ſtay no further. Now all labour 
Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles 
Ir ſelf with ſtrength; ſeal then and all is done. 
Eros! Il come, my Queen Eros! Stay for me 
Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand, 
And with our ſprightly Port make the Gholts gaze; 
Dido and her ZEvzeas ſhall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros! 
Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the gods 
Deteſt my Baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword 
Quarter'd the World, and o'er green Neptune's Back 
Wich Ships, made Cities, condemu my ſelf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; leſs noble minded pM 
Than ſhe which, by her Death, our Cæſar tells, 
l am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art ſworn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th'inevitable Proſecution of Diſgrace : 

Vo. VII. M Ard 
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And horrour, that on my command, thou then 
Wouldſt kill me. Do't, the time is come: 
Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, till Cæſar thou defeat ' t. 
Put colour in my Cheek. 

Eros. The Gods with-hold me, 

Shall 1 do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
Though Enemy, loft aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros, 8 
Wouldſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 
His corrigible Neck, his Face ſubdu d 
To pe netrative ſhame: whilſt the wheel'd ſeat 


Of fortunate Ceſar drawn before him, branded 
His baſeneſs that enſued ? 


Eros. I would not fee't. 
Ant. Come then; for with a Wound I muſt be cur d. 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy Country. 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not then 
To do this when I bad thee? Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 
Eros. Turn from me then that noble Countenance, 
Wherein the — of the whole World lyes. 3 
Ant. Lo thee. Turning m. 
Eros. My Sword is drawn. a wg 
Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 
Eros. My _ Maſter, 
My Captain, my Emperor. Let me ſay, 
* I ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 4 
Ant. *Tis faid, Man, and farewel. 


Eros, Farewel, great Chief. Shall 1 firike now? 
Ant. Now, Eros. 


Eros. Why there then —— [Eros kills himſelf. 
Thus I do eſcape the Sorrow of Antony's Death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than my ſelf, 
Thou teacheſt me, oh valiant Eros, what 
I ſuould, and thou could'ſt not; my Queen and E | 
Have 


Antony and Cleopatra. 267 


Have by their brave Iaſtruction got upon me 
A nobleneſs in Record. But I will be 
A Bridegroom in my Death, and run into't 
As to a Lover's Bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar; to do thus [ Falling on his Sword. 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead? 
The Guard — how!— oh diſpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What's the noiſe? 

Ant. I have done my Work ill, Friends: 
O make an end of what I bave begun. 

2 Guard. The Star is faln. 

1 Guard. And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 

i Guard, Not I. 


2 Guard. Nat l. 
3 Guard. Nor any one. Exe 
Dec. Thy Death and Fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
This Sword but ſhewn to Ceſar with this 


| tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. ls 
Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's ? 

Dec. There, Diomed, there. | 

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, Man? 

Aut. Art thou there, Diemed? Draw thy Sword, an 

give me 
Sufficing ſtrokes for Death. 

Dis. Moſt abſolute Lord, 

My Miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent me to thee, 
Ant. When did ſhe ſeud thee? 

Dio. Now, my Lord. 

Ant. ww is A: 

Dio. Locktin her Monument. She had a propheſying Fea 
Of what hath come to paſs; for when he 2 Dy 
Which never ſhall be found, you did ſuſpect 
She had diſpas' d with Ceſar, and that your Rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead 
But fearing ſince how it might work, hath ſcat 


Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come, 


I dread, too late. M2 Ant: 
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Ant. Too late, Diomed; call my Guard I prethee. 

Dio. What ho! Ok Guard. * 
The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord calls. 

Enter the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
*Tis the lait Service that I ſhall command . 

Guard. Woe! woe are we, Sir! you may not live to wear 
All your true Followers out. 

All. Moſt heavy day ! 1 p 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp Fate 
To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Seeming to bear it lightiy. Take me up, 
I] have led you oft. carry me now, good Friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [Exeunt bearing Antony, 


ꝶ———ꝛ—— 


ACT v. SCENE 1 
- SCENE A Maguificont Mownment: 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 


Cleo. H Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not: 

All ſtrange and terrible Events are welcome, 
But Comforts we deſpiſe; our ſize of Sorrow 
| ion d to our cauſe, muſt be as great 
As that which makes it. 

Enter Diomedes. 
How now ? Is he dead? | 

Dio. His Death's upon him, but not dead: 
Look out o'th' other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither. 

Enter Antony, born by the Guard. 

Cleo. O Sun. | 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling land 
The varying Shore 9'ch* World. O. Aatony! Antony! * 

| | p 


— 


7% ſhop 


. 


Antony and Cleopatra. 269 
Help Charmian, help Iras, help; help, Friends, 
Below, let's draw him hither. 
Ant. Peace. 0 
Not Caſars Valour bath o'er-thrown Antony, 
But Antony hath triumpht on himſelf. 
Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 
Should Conquer Antony, but woe tis ſo. 
Ant. I am dying, Zgypr, dying; only 
I here importune Death a while, until 
Of many thouſand Kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy Lips. 
Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon; I dare not, 
Leſt I be taken; not th'imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd Cæſar, ever ſhall 
Be brooch'd with me; if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have. 
Edge, Sting. or Operation, I am ſafe: 
Your Wife Odi with her modeſt Eyes, 
2 ſill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honour, 
muring upon me. But, come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we muſt draw thee up 
Aſſiſt, good Friends. | 
Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone. | 
Cleo. Here's ſport indeed; how heavy weighs my Lord! 
Our ſtrength is all gone into heavineſs, 0 
That makes the weight. Had I great Funo's Power, 


The ſtrong wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by Fove's fide. Yet come a little, 


Wiſhers were ever or — he m_ come, — 
aw Antony up 10 

And welcome, welcome. Die when —4 haſt livd, 
Quicken with kiſſing; had my Lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

All. an _ ſight! | 

Ant. 1 am dying, gp, dying. 
Give me ſome Wine, 6. {> =, Wt a little. 

Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail fo high. 
That the falſe Huſwife, Fortune, break her Wheel, 
Provok'd by my Offence. 

An. One word, {ſweet Queen. 
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Of Ceſar ſeek Honour, with your Safety Oh 
Cleo. They do not not go — 
Ant. Gentle, hear me, ' 
None about Cefay truſt but Proculeine. 
Cleo. My Reſolution, and my Hands, IT! truſt, 
None about Ceſar. 
Ant. The miſerable change now at my End, 
Lament nor ſorrow at: But pleaſe your Thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd. The greateſt Prince o'th' World, 
The nobleſt once; and now not baſely die, 
Nor Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more —— [Antony Dies. 
Cleo. Nobleſt of Men —— woo't die? 
Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide 
In this dull World, which in thy Abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſee, my Women! 
The Crown o'th' Earth doth melt My Lord! — 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 
The Soldiers Pole is fall'n: Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, | 
Beneath the viſiting Moon. [She faints, 
Char. Oh _—_— Lady. 
too, our Sovereign. 


Iras, Royal Zgypr! Empreſs 

Char. Peace, peace, Va,. 

Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor Paſhon, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt Chares. Ir were for me 
To throw my Scepter at th' injurious Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtoln our Jewel. All's but nought : 
Patience is ſottiſh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that's mad: Then is it Sin, 


To 
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To ruſh into the ſecret Houſe of Death. 
Ere Death dare come to us? How do you, Women? 
What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian? 
My noble Girls? — Ah, Women, Women! Look, 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out Good Sirs, take Heart, 
We'll bury him: And then what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do't after the high Roman Faſhion, 
And make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah, Women, Women! Come, we have no Friend, 
But Reſolution, and the briefet End. 

[Exemt, bearing off Antony's Body. 


SCENE VI. Caſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas. 


Caf. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo froſtrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawſes that he makes. 
Dol. Ceſar, I ſhall. 
Enter Decretas with the Sword of Antony. 
Ceſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar it 
Appear thus to us ? 
Dec. I am called Decretas, 
Mark Antony! ſerv'd, who beſt was worth 
Beſt to be ſerv'd ; whilſt he ſtood up and 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my Life 
To ſpend upon his Haters. If thou pleaſe 
7 me 8 l * 
f to Caſar: If thou pleaſeſt not, 
Caſ. What ist thou £ ? 
Dec. I ſay, On Ceſar, Antony is dead. 
Ceſ. The breaking of fo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater Crack. The round World 
Should have ſhook Lions into civil Streets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Antony 
Is not a ſingle Doom, in the Name lay 
A moiety of the World. 2 
M 4 Dies. 
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Dec. He is dead, Caſar, 
Not by a publick Miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hired Knife: but that ſelf-hand 
Which writ his Honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lead it 
Splitted the Heart. This is bis Sword, 
I robb'd his Wound of it: Behold it ſtain d 
With his moſt noble Blood. 
Caſ. Look you, fad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a Tiding 
To waſh the Eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange it is. 
The Nature muſt compell us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted Deeds. 
Men. H's Taints and Honours weigh'd equal in him. 
Dol. A rarer Spirit never 
Did ſteer Humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some Faulrs to make us Men. Caſar is touch d. 
Men. When fach a ſpacious Mirror's ſet before him, 
He needs mult fe himſelt. 
Ca, O Antony! 
I have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeaſes in our Bodies. 1 muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a * Day, 
Or look on thine; we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With Tears as Soveraign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all Deſign, my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the Front of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle; that our Stars 
Unreconcilable, ſhould divide our Equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, gnod Friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon —— 
The Buſineſs of this Man looks out of him, 
We'il hear him what he ſays. Whence are you? 
Enter an Egyptian. 
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Agb. A poor Zgyptian yet; the Queen my Miſtre(s 
oi 


Connm d in all ſhe has, her Monument, 
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That ſhe preparedly may frame 

To th' way ſhe's fore'd - . 

Bid her have good Heart. 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 

How honourable, and how kindly we 

Determine for her. For Caſar cannot live to be ungentle. 
Egypt: The Gods preſerve thee, Exit. 
Caſ. Come hither Proculeius, go and ſay | 

We purpoſe her no Shame; give her what Comforts . 

The Quality of her Paſſion ſhall require; 

Leſt in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal Stroke 

She do defeat us: For her Lite in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what ſhe ſays, 

And how you find of her. , 
Pro. Ceſar, 1 ſhall. [Exit Proculeius. 
Ceſ. Gallus, go you along; where's Dolabella, to ſecond. 

Proculeius? | 
All. Dolabella. 

Caſ. Let him alone; for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : He ſhall ia time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall {:e 
How hardly ] was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle | proceeded ſtill _ 

In all my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 

SCENE VIII. The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 

Cleo. My Deſolation dees begin to make | 
A better Life, tis paltry to be Ceſar: 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's Knaye, 
A Miniſter of her Will; and it is - 
To do that thing that ends all other Deeds, 
Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change, 
Which ſleeps, and never pallats more the Dung, 
The Beggar's Nurſe, and + 

as 
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! ing to t Ly ps 
And bids thee indy on wie fair Domends 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What's thy Name? 


Pro. My Name is Proculeius. 


, to keep 

than a Kingdom: If he pleaſe 
To give me conquer d Zgypr for my Son, 
9 as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro.. Be of good cheer : 
You're faln into a princely Hand, fear nothing: 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Whe is ſo full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me to him 


Your ſweet oy 2 ſhall find 
A Conqueror «wil; ay 2 for kindneſs, 
Where he for Grace is d to. | 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
I am his Fortunes Vaſſal, and I fend him 
The Greatneſs he has got. I hcurly learn 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and gladly 
Look him r th' Face. 


Pro. This I'll report, dear Lady, f 
Wave comfort, for 1 know your plight is pitied I 
Of him that caus'd it. | 


Cbar. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris d: 
Guard her till Ceſar come. 

Iras. 3 Queen. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken, Queer: 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good Hands. 
8 Hold, ob Lady, hold 2 * 

not your wrong, wha are in thi 

Relieyed, but not — | 
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Cleo, What of Death too that rids our Dogs of languiſh? 
Pro. Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Maſter's ** by 
Th undoing of your ſelf: Let che World ſee 
His Nobleneſs well ated, which your Death 
Will never let come forth. 
Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 
Fro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo. Sir, 1 will cat no Meat, I'll not drink, Sir: 
If idle Talk will once be neceſlary, 
I'll not ſleep neither. This mortal Houſe 11! ruin, 
Do Ceſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pingion'd at your Maſter's Court, 
Not once to be chaſtis'd with the ſober Eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoift me up, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting Varlotry 
Of cenſuring Rome? rather a Ditch in a 
But gentle, Grave, unto me: rather on Nilas Mu! 
Lay me ftark-nak'd, and let the water-Flics 
Blow me into abhorring : rather make 
My uno s high P Pride my Gibbet. 
hang me up in 
Pro. You do — 
Theſe Thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find Cauſe in Caſar. 


Enter Dolabella-. 
Dol. Proculeins, 


What thou haſt done, my Maſter Ceſar knows, 
And he hack foae for thee: as for the Queen, 
It take her to my Guard. 

Pro. Se, Dolabells, 
& Gull cone me beſt * gentle to — 

0 I will peak what you ſhall pleaſe, 
If you'll employ me to him. [Ev pelt, 
Cleo. Say, I would die. + 
Dol. Moſt noble Empreſs, 8 £ 


Cleo. 1 cannot tell. 
Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 


die No matter, Sir, what | tave bead or la 


— 


Fa 
_ 
— — —— * — 


— 


2 
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Yon largh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is not your trick? g 
Dol. 1 underſtand not, Madam. 
Cleo. 1 dreamt there was an Emperor 
Oh ſuch another Sleep, that I might ſee 
But ſuch another Man. " . 
Dol. If it might pleaſe — | 
Cleo, His Face was as the Heav'ns, and therein ſtuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their Courſe, and lighted 


—- 


The little o ch* Earth. 


Dol. Moſt Sovereign Creature —— | 
Cleo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 
But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 
There was no Winter in't. An Antony it was, 


That grew the more by reaping : his Delights 


Were Dolphin like, they ſhew'd his Back above 
The Element they liv'd in; In his Livery 
Walk'd Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iſlands 
As Plates dropt from his Pocket. 
Del. Cleopatra —— 
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be ſuch a Man 


As this I dreamt of? 


Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo, You lie up td the hearing of the Gods; 
But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, | 
I's paſt the fize of — Nature wants ſtuff 
To vy ſtrange Forms with Fancy, yet t' imagine 
An Antony were Nature's piece, gainſt Fancy, | | 
Condemning Shadows quite. | 
Dal. Hear me, good Madam: 

Your Loſs is as your ſelf, great; and you bear it 

As anſwering to the weight: would 1 might never 

O'er-take purſu d Succeſs, but I do feel ; 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 

My very Heart at Root. | 
Cleo, I thank you, Sir, a 


uw you what Ceſar means to do with me? 
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Dol. T am loth to tel] you what 1 would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. * X 
Dol. Though he be honcurable. 
Cleo, He'll lead me then in triumph. 
Dol. Madam, he will, 1 know'r. 
Enter Czar, Gallus, Mecznas, Proculeius and Attendants, 
* I there — Ceſar. 
+ Which is the Queen of Egypt? 
— It is the Emperor, Me. [Cleo kneels, 
Ceſ. Ariſe. you ſhall not kneel : 
I pray you riſe, iſe, 7 
Cleo. Sir, the Gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I muſt obey. 
Cef. Take to you no hard Thoughts, 
The Record of what Injuries you did us, 
Though written in our Fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Clio. Sole Sir o'th' World, 
I cannot project mine own Cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confeſs 1 have 
Been laden with like Frailties, which before 
Have often 3 Sex. 
Cleopatra, know, 
We il — rather than inforce: 
If you apply your ſelf to our Intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 
A benefit in this Change; but if you ſcek 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
Antony's Courſe, you ſhall — your ſelf 
Of my good Purpoſes, and put your Children 
To that Deſtruction which Il guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. | ; 
Cleo. And may through all the World: tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your ſigus of Conquett ſhall | | 
Hang in v/hat place you Here, my good Lord. 
Caſ. You ſhall adviſe me of all, Cleopatra. 
eo. This is the brief: of Mony, Plate, and Jewels 
] am poſſeſt of, tis enactiy valued, Lu. * .79%5 
Not petty things admitted. Where's Selewcus? 
Sel. Here Madam. hn 
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Gleo. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeak, my Lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reſervy'd F 
To my ſelf nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my Lips, 
Than to my veril Henke that which is noe. 
= 6 What have I kept back? 
el. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known: 
* Nay, bluſh not Clespatra, I a — 
Your Wiſdom in the Deed. 
Cleo. See Ceſar! Oh behold, 
How Pomp is followed: mine will now be yours, 
And ſhoul we ilk Biiees, yours wenll be mine. 
The Ingratitude of this Selaucus do's 
Even make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more Truſt 
Than Love that's hir'd. What, thou back ? thou ſhalt 
Go Ley I warrant thee: but I'll catch thine Eyes 
Thingy Boy | had Wings. = Soul- leſs, Vülan, Dog, 
O rarely a 
Good Queen, let us intreat you. 
4 O Ceſar, what a Shame is this, 
That thou vouchſaſing here to me, 
Doing the Honour cf thy Lordlineſs 
To one ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the fum of my Diſg —— by 
Addition of his Envy f Sa Caſar, 
That I ſome Lady 7 haven bh Dign 
Immoment Toys, o > ney 
As we —2 Friends lay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Octavia, to induce 
Their Mediation, muſt 1 be unfolded 
By one that I have bred? the Gods! it ſmites mo 
Beneath the Fall 1 have. Prithee go hence, 
Or I ſhall ſhew the Cynders of my Spirits 
T th' aſhes of my Chance: Wert thou a Man, 
Thou N have — on me. 
it known, that we are miſ-chought 
For things that others do; and we fall, : 
We anſwer others Merits, in eur Names 


Are 
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Are therefore to be pitied. 


Cleopatra. 
Not what you have reſerv d, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put me i' th Roll of Conqueſt, till be't yours; 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and believe 
ar's no Merchant to make prize with you 
Ct things that Merchants ſold. *. be — 1 
Make not 1 our Priſons: No, Queen, 
For we intend ſo to dif] ou, as 
Your ſelf ſhall give us counſel: Feed, and Sleep. 
Our Care and Pity is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 
Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 
Cef. Not ſo: Adieu. [Exeunt Cæſar, and his Trains. 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I ſhould not be noble to my ſelf. 
But bark thee, Charmian. Fa 5 
Iras. Finiſh, Lady, ight Day is done, 
a we are forth dark. _ N | 
I have ſpoke eds, cad is provided, 
—_ it to the haſte, | 


- Dol. Madarn, as thereto ſworn, b commang 

Which my Love makes Religion dns Þ cu 

I tell you this: Ceſar th Syria | 

Intends his Journey, and within three Days, 

You with your Children will he {end before ; 

Make your beſt uſe of this. 1 have perform'd 

Your Pleaſure and my Promiſe. 

. Cleo. Dolabells, I ſhall remain your Debtor, 
Dol. J your Servant. 

Adieu, Queen, I muſt attend on Ceſar. Exit. 
Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. Now, Vas, wha: think' thou? 


Thou, an tian „ ſhalt be ſnewa 
In Rome as W 41: Telek des 5 


V 
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With greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, ſhall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick Breaths, | 
Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their Vapour, 

Iras. The Gods forbid. 

Cles. Nay, tis moſt certain bas: ſawey LiQors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and fcall'd Rhimers 
Ballad us out a tune. The quick Comedians 


Extem Extemporally w: will 1 age ws, = — 


Shall be brought drunken forth, and 1 ſhall de 
Some ſpeaking Cleopatra Bay my — 
I'th* poſture of a Whore. 

Iras. O the good Gods! 

Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 

Iras, I'll never ſee t; for am ſure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. 

Cleo. LP _ s the way 
To fool their Preparation, and to conquer 
Their moſt abſurd lntents. Now Charmian. 

Enter Charmian. 

Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beſt Attires. 1 am apain for Cidnus — 
To meet Mark Autony. Sirrah Iras, go, 
Now, noble Charmian we'll diſpatch indeed, 
And when thou haſt done this chare, Vil give thee leave 
To play "ill Dooms-day: bring our Crown, and all. 


89 4 n 
Wherefore this Note r | | _ 
" Enter a Guar 

Guardſ. Here is à rural Fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highneſs Preſence, 
He brings you Figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an Inſtroment | 

| [ Exit Guardfman 

May do a noble Deed; he brings me Liberty. | 
My Reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing | 
Ot Woman in me; now from Head to Foot 
I] am Marble conſtant: enn 
No Planet is of mine. 811 
_ "Enter 
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Enter Guari and Clown with a Bas ket. 
Guardſ. This is the Man. 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guardſman. 

Haſt thou the pretty Worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not? 
Clewn. Truly 1 have him: but I would not be the Party 
that ſhould defire you to touch him, for his biting 1s 
immortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never re- 
cover. 
Cleo. Remember'ſt thou any that have dy d on't ? 
Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than Yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 
man, but ſomething 2 to lie. as a Woman ſhould not 
do, but in the way of Honeſty. How ſhe dy d of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain ſhe felt; truly, ſhe makes a very 
ood report o'th” Worm: but he that will believe all that 
they ſay, fhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but 
this is moſt fallible, the Worm's an odd Worm. ' 


a= 


Clown. You muſt not think I am fo fimple, but I know 
the Devil himſelf will not cat a Woman: I know, that a 
Woman is a Diſh for the Gods, it the Devil dreſs her not. 
But truly, theſe ame whore-ſon Devils do the Gods great 
harm in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 


pI 
Well, get the | 
Clown, Yes — wiſh you joy ot Worm. [Exis. 

Cleo, 
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Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice of Zgypt's Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. 
Yare, yare, good Iras, quick methinks I hear 
| call, 1 fee him rowſe himſelt 
To praiſe my noble Act. I hear him mock 
The luck of Ceſar, which the Gods give Men 
To excuſe their After-Wrath. Husband, I come; 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
F give to baſer Life. So — have you done? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind Charmian, Iras, long farewel. 
[ Applying the Ap, 
Have I the Aſpick in my Lips? Doſt fall? 
If thou and Nature can ſo gently part, 
The ſtroke of Death is as a Lovers Pinch, 
Which hurts, and is deſir d. Daſt thou lye ſtill? 
If thus thou uiſheſt. thou tell ſt the World 
It is not worth taking. : 
Char. Diſſolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay, 
The Gods themſelyes do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me baſe — 
If the a the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her, and ſpend that Kiſs 
Which is my Heav'n to have Come thou mortal Wretch 
With thy ſharp Teeth this Knot intrinficate 
— Liſe 3 Poor 1 
angry and di Oh couldſt thou ſſ ; 
That I might — 2 —— 


Fug — a 


Char. Oh Eaſtern Star! 

M. „„ ! / 
u not fee m at my Breaſt, | 

That ſucks the Nurſs aflecy : 

Char. O break! O break! 

Cles. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. ; 
O Antony! Nay 1 will take thee too. 
What ſhould 4 ftay—— Dies. 

Char. In this wild World? ſo fare thee well: N N 
Now boaſt thee Death, in thy poſſeſſion lyes 


A 
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A Laſs unparallel d. Downy Windows cloſe, 
And Golden Phabus never be beheld 
Of Eyes again ſo Royal: Your Crowns awry, 
I mend it, and then play 
Enter the Guard ruſhing in. 
1 Guard. Where's the Queen? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
1 Guard. Ceſar hath ſent 
Charmian and Iras apply the Aſp. 

Char. Too flow a Meſſenger. 
Oh come apace, diſpatch, I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach ho! 
Al's not well. Cæſars beguil'd. 

2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Caſar; call him. 

1 Guard. What work is here, Charmian ? Is this well done? 

Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 


Deſcended of ſo many Royal Kings. | 
Ah Soldiers FCharmian and lras die. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How it here? 
2 Guard. dead. 


Dol. Ceſar, thy Thoughts | 
Touch cha Effects in this; thy ſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded Act which thou 
So ſought'ſt to hinder. | 

| Euter Cæſar and Attendants. 

All. Make way there, make way for Ceſar. 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too ſure an Augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 

1 2 dot NE. and being Royal 

She levell'd at our 
Took her own Way; the Manner of their Deaths ? 
I do not fee them Bleed. 

Dol. os 0 FD TO 
1 Guard. A ſimple Countryman, that brought her Figs : 
This was his Basket. 5 * 

Cæſ. Poiſon d then. 
1 Gent. Oh Cæſar 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake: , 
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found her trimming up the Diadem 
On her dead Miſtreſs, tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 

Ceſar. Oh noble Weakneſs! 

If they had ſwallow'd Poiſon, would r 
By external Swelling; but ſhe looks like ſleep. . 
As ſhe would catch anether Aztony 

In her ſtrong Toil of Grace. 

Dol. Here on her Breaft | 
There is à vent of Blood, and fomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm, 

1 Guard. This is an Aſpick's Trail, 

And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them, ſuch 
As th' Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Nyle. 

Cæſ. Moſt probable 
That fo ſhe died; for her Phyſician tells me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſie ways to die: Take up her Bed. 

And bear her Women from the Monument, 

She ſhall be buried by her Antony. = 

Ns Grave upon the Earth fhall clip in it 

A pair ſo famous. High Events as theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them; and their Story is 
No leſs in Pity, than his Glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 

In folemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, 

And then to Rome: Come, Dolabella, fee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. [Exenmt Ones 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


(RR King of Britain. 

Cloten, Sow to the Deen by a former Husband. 

Leonatus Poſthumus, a Gentleman in Love with the Princeſs 
and privately Married to her. 


Guiderius, & Diſgnis'd under the Names of Polidore and 
Arviragus, Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Bellarius. 


Bellarius, 4 Baniſh'd Lord, diſgnis'd under the Name of 
Morgan. 

Philario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthurnus. 

lachimo, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome. 

Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus. 

A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 

Cornelius, 4 Doctor, Servant 10 the Queen. 

Two Gentlemen. 


Queen, Wife to Cyrubeline. Ew 

Imogen, Daughter to Cyriibeline by « former Queen 
Helen, Women ro Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghoſts, 


a Soathſayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and 
other Attendants. 


SCENE, for ſome Part of the firſt, ſe- 
cond, and third Act, her in Rome; for 


the reſt th the Play in Britain. 
C TM- 
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AC TI GOA 


SCENE A Palace. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 GENTLEM AN. 


OU do not meet a Man but frewns. 
Our Bloods 
No more obey the Heay'ns than our 
Courtiers; 
But ſeem, as do's the King's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter? | 
1 Gent. His Daughter, and the Heir 
of's Kingdom (whom 
He purpos d to his Wife's ſole Son, a Widow 
Thar late he married) hath referr'd her ſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded. 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon d, all 
7 Is ourward Sorrow, though I think the King 
* Be touch d at very Heart. 
2 Gent. None but the King? 
1 Gent. He that hath loft her too: ſo is the Queen, 
That moſt deſir d the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they wear their Faces to the bent 
[- Y Of the King's Looks, hath a Heart, that is not 


Glad 
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Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. | 
- 2 Gent, And why {o? 1 

1 Gent He that Rath miſꝭ d the Princeſs, is a thing 

Too bad, for bad Report: And he that hath her, 

(1 mean, that marry'd her, alack good Man, 

And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, 

As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth 

For one, his like; there would be ſomething failing 
In bim, that ſhould compare. I do not thin 
So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within 
Endows a Man, but him. 

2 Gent, You ſpeak him fair. 

1 Gent, I do extend him, Sir, within himſelf, 
Cruſh him 1 rather than unfold 
H's Meaſure fully. 

2 Gent. What's his Name and Birth? 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the Root: His Father 
Was call'd Sicillius, who did join his Honour } 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan. 
But had his Titles by Tenantius, whom 
He ſerv'd with Glory and admir'd Succeſs; 

So gain d the Sur-addition, Lesnatus. 
And had, beſides this Gentleman in queſtion, 

Two other Sons, who in the Wars o'th' time | 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand, For which their Father; 
Then old, and fond of Iſſue, took ſuch Sorrow 

That he quit Being; and his gentle 

Big of this Gentleman, our m, deceas'd, 

As he was born. The King, he takes the Babe 

To his Protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus ; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 

Puts to him all the Learnings that his Time 

Could make him the Receiver of, which he took 

As we do Air, faſt as 'twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring became a Harveſt: Liv'd in Court 1. 
Which rare it is to do, moſt prais d, moſt loy'd, 

A Sample to the youngeſt ; to th' more Mature, 1 
A Glaſs that featur d them; and to the Graver, 71 
A Child chat 
(For whom 


1 Jo,4— %9. 


ded Dotards. To his Miſtreſs, Ha 
now is baniſh'd) her own Price | 
Proclaims WW. | 
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proelaims how ſhe eſteem'd him. And his Virtue 
By her Election may be truly read, 
What kind of Man he is. 
2 Gent. | honour him, even out of your report, 
But pray you tell me. is ſhe ſole Child to th' King ? 
Gent His only Child. 
He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three Years old, 
I'ta' ſwathing Cloaths the other. from their Nurſe 
Were ſtol'n, and to this Hour, no gueſs in Knowledge 
Which way they went. 
2 Gent, How long is this ago? 
1 Gent. Some.twenty Years. 
2 Gent That a King's Children ſhould be ſo convey'd! 
So flickly Guarded, and the Search ſo flow 
That could not trace them 
1 Gene. Howſoc'er tis ſtrange, 
Or thai the Negligence may well be lavgh'd at, 
Yet is it rrue, Sir. | 
2 Gent. I do well believe you. | 
1 Gent, We muſt forbear. Here comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princeſc. [ Exemunt, 
Enter the 2m Poſthumus. Imogen. and Attendants. 
ween. No, be afſur'd you ſhall not find me, Daughter, 
After the Slander of moſt Step-Mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you: You're my Priſoner, but 
Your Goaler ſhall del ver you the Keys 
That lock up your Reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſon as I can win th' offended King, 
| will be known your Advocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and twere good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wiſdom may inform ycu. 
Poſt. Pleaſe your Highneſs, 
I will from hence to Day. 
Leen, You know the Peril: 
III terch a turn about the Garden, pityin 
The Pangs of barr'd Affectione, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. [Exits 
Imo. O diſſembling Courtefie! How tinc tais Tyrant 
Vol. VII. N 925 Can 
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Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt Husband, 
1 ſomething fear my Father's Wrath, but | 
(Always reſerv'd my holy Duty) what 
His can do on me. Yeu muſt be 
And 1 ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry Eyes : Not comforted to live 
But that there is this Jewel in the World, 
That I may ſee again. 
Poft. My Queen! my Miſtreſs! 
O Lady, weep no more, leſt I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more Tenderneſs 
Than doth become a Man. I will remain 
The loyall'ſt Husband, that did e er plight Troth, 
My Reſidence in Rome, at one Philario s, 
Who to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known but by Letter; thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine Eyes I'll drink the Words you ſend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 
& i = Queen. 
Queen. Be brief, I pray you; 
If the King come, I Rall incur I know not 
How met: of his diſpleaſure yet I'll move him [4ſds; 
To walk this way; I never do bim wron | 
But he does buy my Injuries, to be Friends, 
Pays dear for my Offences. [Exit, 
Poſt. Should we be taking leave, 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The lothneſs to depart would grow; Adieu. 
Ino. Nay, ſtay a little: Oe 
Were you but riding forth to Air your ſelf, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This Diamond was my Mcther's; take it, Heart, 
But keep it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Poeft. How, how? Another! 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my Embracements from a next 
With Bonds of Death. Remain, remain th: u here 


Whils Senſe can keep it en: And ſwenel, Blot, 
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As I, my ſelf, did exchange for you 

To your ſo infinite loſs : So in our Trifles | 

I ſtill win of you. For m fake wear this, 

It is a Manacie of Love, Il place it | 
[Putting 4 Bracelet on her Arm 

Upon this faireſt Priſoner. 


Imo. O the Gods! | 
When ſhall we ſee again? | 
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 
Poſt. Alack, the King! | 
m. Thou baſeſt * hence, from my Sight : 
If after this Command thou fraught the Court 
With thy Unworthineſs, thou dy ſt. Away! 
Thou'rt Poiſon te my Blood. 
Poſt. The Gods protect you, 
And bleſs the good Remainders of the Court: 
I am gone. [Zxit 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in Death 
More ſharp than this is. 
Cym. O diſloyal thing,” 
That ſhould' repair my Youth, thou heap'ft 
A Year's age on me. 
Imo. I beſeech you, Sir, 
Harm not your ſelf with your Vexation, 
I am ſenſeleſs of your Wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. | 
Cm. Paſt Grace? Obedience? 
Imo. Paſt Hope, and in Deſpair, that way paſt Grace. 
Cym. That might have had the ſole Son of my Queen, 
Imo. O bleſt that I might not! I choſe an Eagle, 
And did avoid a Puttock. 
Om. Thou took'ſt a Beggar, would'ſt have made my Throne 
A Seat for Baſeneſs. | ; 
Imo. No, I rather added 
A Luftre to it. 
Om. O thou vile one? 
Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov d Poſthumus : 
You bred him as my Play- fellow, and he is 
A Man, worth any Woman; oyer-buys me 
Almoſt the Sum he pays R Os; 
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Cym. What? art thou Mad? | 

Ino. Almoſt, Sir; Heay'n.Reftore me: would I were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our Neighbour- Shepherd's Son. 

Enter Queen. 
Cym. Thou fooliſh thing ; 
They were again together, you have done 
Not after our Command. Avay, with her, 
And pen her up. 
ucen. Be ſcech your Patience; Peace, 

Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us to our ſelves, and make your ſelf ſome Comfort 
Out of your beſt Advice. | 

C;m. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of Blood aday, and being aged 
Die ot this Folly. [Exit, 

Enter Piſanio. 

» Fie, you muſt give way: 
Here' is your Servant. How now, Sir? What News? 

Piſ. My Lord your Son, drew on my Maſter. 

Oneen. Hah! 8 f 

No harm, I truſt, is done? 

Piſ. There might have been, 
But th:t my Maſter rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Queen. 1 am very glad ont. 

Imo. Your Son's my Father's Friend, he rakes his part 
To draw upon an Exile: O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Africk both together. 
My ſelf by with a Needle, that I might prick 
The Goer back. Why came you from your Maſter ? 

Piſ. On his command; he would not ſo ffer me 
To bring him to the Haven: Left theſe Notes 
Of hat Commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 
When't plea'e you to employ me. 

Deen. This hath been N 
Your faithful Servant: I da e lay mine 
He will remain fo, | 


Pi. 1 humbly thank your Bighnefs, 
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pray walk a while. 
Imo. About ſome half Hour hence, pray you ſpeak with 


me; 
You ſhall, at leaſt, go ſee my Lord aboard. 


For this time leave me. [ Exennt. 


Enter Cloten, and two Lordi. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt; the Vio- 
lence of Action hath made you reek as a Sacrifice: Where 
Air comes out, Air comes in: There's none abroad ſo 
wholſome as that you vetit. 

Clot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to ſhift it—— 
Have I hurt him? | | 

2 Lord. No faith: Not ſo much as his Patience. 

1 Lord. Hurt him? His Body's a paſſible Carkaſs if he be 
not hurt. It is thorough-fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 

2 Lord. His Steel was in debt, it went o'cth* Back; ſide 
the Town, - 

Clo. The Villain would not ſtand me. 

2 Lord. No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your Face. 

1 Lord, Stand you? you have Land enough of your own ; 
Put he added to your having, gave you ſome ground, 

2 Lord. As many Inches as you have Oceans, Puppies! 

Clot. I wou'd they had not come between us. 

2-Lord So would I, till you had meiſur d how long a 
Fool you were upon the Ground. 

Clot. And that ſhe ſhould love this Fellow, and refuſe me! 

2 Lord, Ifit be a Sin to make a true Election, ſhe's damn'd. 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told r — and an ce 

not t » She'sa Sign, ve ſeen ſm 
refleion of her Wit. 

2 Lord. She ſhines not upon Fools, leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. | v4 

Clot Come, I'll to my Chamber: would there had been 
ſome hurt done. 2 

2 Lord. 1 wiſh not fo, unleſs it had been the fall of an 
Ass, which is no great hurt. 

Clot. You'll go with us? 

1.2 I — your Lordſhip. 

C'or, Nay come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my Lord. [ Exennt. 

N 3 | Enter 
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Enter Imogen, and Piſanio. 
| Imo. 1 would thou grew ſt unto the Shores o'th* Hayes, 
And queſlioned'ſt every Sail: If he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, *ewere a Paper loſt 
As offer'd Mercy is: What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee? 

Piſ. It was, his Queen, his Queen. 

Imo Then way d his Handkerchief ? 

Piſ. And kiſs d it, Madam. 

Imo. Senſeleſs Linnen, happier therein than I: 

And that was all? 

Piſ. No, Madam; for ſo long 
And as he could make me with his Eyes, or Ear, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did kee 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of's Mind 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his Soul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. 

Imo. Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after- eye him. 

Piſ. 5 ſo 1 did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine Eye - ſtrings; 
Crack d them, but to look upon him ; till the Diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a Gnat, to Air; and then 
Have turn'd mine Eye, and wept. But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him? 

Piſ. Be aſſur d, Madam, 
With his next Vantage. 

Imo. I did _—_— 7 ye of th, br od 
Moſt ow things to ſay; Ere I could 
How I would think on bim at certain Hours, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
The She's of Italy ſhould not betray 
d him 


Mine Intereſt, and his Honour; or have 
At the ſixth Hour of Morn, at Noon, at Mi 
Tencounter me with Oraiſons, for then 
Ian in Heav'n for him; or ere I could 
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Give him that parting Kiſs, which I had ſer 
Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannovs breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growin 
Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The Queen, Madam, 
Deſires your Highneſs Company. 

Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them diſpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queen. | 

Piſ. Madam, I ſhall, [ Exemnt. 


SC ENE II. Rome. 


Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a French Man. 


Tach. Believe it, Sir, 1 have ſeen him in Britain; he was 
then of a Creſcent, none ed to prove ſo worthy, as 
fince he hath been allowed the Nameof. But I could then 
have look d on him, without the help of Admiration, 
though the Catalogue of his Endowments had been tabled 
by his fide, and 1 to peruſe him by Items. 

Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh'd 
than now he is, with that which makes him both without 
and within. 

French. I have ſeen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 

Iach, This matter of marrying h's Kirg's Daughter, 
wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her Value, than his 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter, 

French. And then his Baniſhment. 

Lach. Ay, and the A ion of thoſe, that this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him; be it but to fortifie her Judgment, which 
elſe an eaſie Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality. But ho comes it, he is to ſojourn 
with ? how intance? 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my Life. 

Emer Poſthumus. 
Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
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angelt you, as fuirs with Gentlemen of your knowing, toa 
Stranger of hs Quality, I beſeech you all be better known 
to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a noble 
Friend of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 
hereafrer, rather than tory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleance. 

Perf. Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 
Ces, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill. 

French, Sir, you o er- rate my poor kindneſs; I was glad 
I did atone my Countryman and you; it had been pity 
you ſhould have been put together, with ſo mortal a pur- 
poſe, as then each bore, upon Importance of ſo {light and 
trivial a nature. 

Poſt. By your Pardon, Sir, I was then a young Traveller; 
rather ſhun'd to go even with what I heard, than in my 
every Action to be guided by other experiences; but upon 
my mended Judgment, (it I offend not to ſay it is mended,) 
my Quarrel was not altogether flight. ; 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of Swords; 
and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood have con- 
founded one the ether, or have faln both. | 

Iach. Can we with manners, ask what was the D.ffe- 
rence ? 

French, Safcly, I think, 'twas a Contention in publick, 
which may, without Contradiction, ſuffer the Report. lt 
was much like an Argument that fell out laſt Night, where 
each of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtreſſes. This 
Gentleman at that time vouchiog, and upon Warrant of 
bloody Affirmation, his to be more Fair, Virtucus, Wile, 
Chaſt, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs attemptable than any, 
the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 

Iach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentleman's 
Opinion by this worn out. 

Poſt. She holds her Virtue till, and I my Mind. 

3 her, fore ours of 
Italy. 

701. Being ſo far provok d as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing, tho I profeſs my ſelf her Adorer, not 
her Friend. | 

Iach, As fair, and as good; z 

m- 
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Compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany* if ſhe went before others, 1 have ſeen ; 
as that Dizmond of yours our-luſters many I have beheld. 
I could not believe ſhe excelled many; but I have not ſeen 
the moſt precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Poſt. I prais'd her, as I rated her; ſo & I my Stone. 

Iach. What do you eſteem it at? 

Poſt. More than the World enjoys. 

Iach. Either your paragon d Miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 
out-priz'd by a Trifle. | 
Poſt, Youare miſtaken; the one may be ſold or given, 
if there were Wealthenough tor the Purchaſe, or Merit for 
the Gift. The other is not a thing fer Sale, and only the 

Gift of the Gods. 

Iach. Which the Gods have given you ? 

Poft. Which by their Graces 1 will keep. 

Iach, You may wear her in Title yours; but, you know, 
ſtrange Fowl light upon neighbouring Ponds. Your Ring 
may be ſtoln too; ſo your Brace of unprizeable Eſtimations, 
the one is but frail and the other caſual. A cunning Thief, 
or a, that way, accompliſh'd Courtier, would hazard the 
winning both of firſt and laſt. 

Poſt. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſh'd a Cour- 
tier to convince the Honour of my Miſtreſs; if in the hol- 
ding or loſs of that, you term her frail, I do nothing doubt 
you have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtanding 1 fear not my 
Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen, 

Poſt. Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy Signior, I 
thank him, makes no Stranger of me, we are familiar at 
firſt, 
lach. With five time ſo much Converſation, I ſhould 
get Ground of your fair Miſtreſs; make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had I admittance, and Opportunity to 
Friend. | | 

Poſt. No, no. 

Inch. I dare thereupon pawn the Moiety of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring, which in myOpinion o ex · values it ſomething : 
but I make my wager rather againſt your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. And to bar your Offence herein too, I 
durſt attempt it againſt as * in the World, 

| 5 Paß. 
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Poſt. You are a deal abus d in too bold a perſwa” 
fion; and 1 drake nor jour ſuſtain what you're Ls 6 of, 
by your Attempt. 

Tach. What's that ? 

Poſt. A Repulſe; though your Attempt, as you call it, 
deſerves more; a Puniſhment too. 

Phil. Gentlemen, h of this, it came in too ſud- 
denly, let it die as it was born, and I pray you be better 
—— 1 | Nat 

Lach. W t my Eſtate, and my Neighbours, 
on th' Approbation © — have ſpoke. 6 

Poſt. What Lady would you chuſe to affail ? 

Iach. Yours; whom in conſtancy you think ftands ſo 
fate. I will lay you ten thouſand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 


no more Advantage than the nity of a ſecond con- 
ference, and I will bring from theace that Honour of hers, 
which you imagine ſo reſery'd. 


Poſt. | will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to it: M 
Ring 1 held dee my Finger, tis part of it. - 

Iach. You are a Friend, and therein the wiſer; if you 
buy Ladies Fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot 
it — taiating; but I ſee you have ſome Religion in you, 
that you fear. 

Pe. This is but a Cuſtom in your Tongue; you bear 
a graver Purpoſe, | hope. 

Iach. 1 am the Maſter of my Speeches, and would under- 
go wha s ſpoken, 1 ſwear, 

Po}. Will you? 1 ſhall but lend my Diamond till your 
return; let there be Covenants drawn between's. My 
Miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs, the hugeneſs of your unwor- 
thy things. I dare you to this March; here's my Ring. 

Phil. I will have it no lay. 

Iach. By the Godsitis one; if I bring you not ſufficient 
Teſtimony that I have enjoy d the deareſt bodily part of 
your Miſtreſs; my ten thouſand Duckets are yours, ſo is 
your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
Honour as you have truſt in; ſhe your Jewel, this your 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours, provided I have your com- 
mcadation, for my more entertainment. 


Poſt 
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Poſt. 1 embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixt us; only thus far you ſhall anſwer; if you make 
your Voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand, 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, ſhe is 
not worth eur Debate. If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you not 
making it appear otherwiſe; for your ill Opinion, and 
th' Aſſault you have made to her Chaſtity, you ſhall an- 
{wer me with your Sword. 

Iach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have theſe things 
ſet down by lawful Counſel, and ſtraight away for Britain, 
left the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ftarve; I will fetch 
my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 

Poſt. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, think you ? 

Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it. 

Pray let us follow 'em. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Cymbelines Palace. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol. 
* the Dew's on Ground gather thoſe | 


wers. 
Make haſte. Who has the Note of them? 
Ladies. I, Madam. 
Deen; Diſpatch. [Exennt Ladies. 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe Drugs? 
Cor. Pleaſe h your Highneſs, Ay; here they are, Madam; 
But I beſcech your Grace, without Offence 
My Conſcience bids me ask, wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing Death, 
But though ſlow, deadly. 
Queen. I wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long? haſt thou not learn d me how 
To make Perfumes? Diſt:1? Preſerve? Yea fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth woe me oft 
For my Confections? Having thus far proceeded, 
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Unleſs thou think't me deviliſh, is it not meet 
That I did [9 my Judgment in 


Other Concluſions? I will try the Forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging, but none human, 

To try the Vigor of them, and apply 

Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 

Their ſeveral Virtues, and Effects. 
Coy. Your Highneſs 

Shall from this Practice, but make hard your Heart; 

Beſides, the ſeeing theſe Eſſects will be 


Both noyſome and infectious. 
Queen. O content chee. 
Enter Piſanio. 
Here comes a flattering Raſcal, upon him [Aide 


Will 1 firſt work; he's for his Maſter, 
An Enemy to my Son. How now, Piſanio ? 
Doctor, your Service for this time is ended, 
TI do fes Jou, Madam. AG 
Cor. I do ſu ou, ide. 
But ſhall do — . 
ueen. Hark thee a Word. FTo Piſanio. 
Cor. I do not like her. She doth think ſhe has | 
Strange ling'ring Poiſons; I do know her Spirit, 
And will not truſt one of her Malice, with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has; 
= „be 2 
ich firſt perchance ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up bigher; bu there is 
No Danger in what ſhew of Death it makes, 
Mare than the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moſt falſe Effet; and I the truer, 
So to be falſe with her. 
Queen. No further Service, Doctor, 
Uatil I fend for thee. 
Cor. I humbly take my Leave. [Exit, 


Deen. Weeps ſhe till, fayeſt thou? Doſt thou think in 
ume f 
She will not quench, and let Iaſtructions enter 
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Where Folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work; 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 
I'll tell thee on the inftant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Maſter; 2 tor 

e 


His Fortunes all lye ſpeechleſs, and bis Name 
Is at laſt Gaſp. Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is; to ſhift his Being, 
Is to exchange one Miſery with another, 
And every Day that comes, comes to decay 
A Day's Work in him. What ſhale thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leans? 
Who cannot be new bu lt, nor has no Friends 
So much, as but to prop him? thou takeſt up 

[Piſanio looking on the Val. 
Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy Labour, 
It is a thing I make, which hath the King 
Five times redeem'd from Death; I do not know 
What is more Cordial. Nay I prithee take it, 
It is an earneſt of a farther good : 
That I mean to thee, Tell thy Miſtreſs how 
The Caſe ftands with her; do'r, as from thy ſelf: 
Think what a Chance thou chanceſt on, but think 
Thou haſt thy Miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my Son, 
Who ſhall take Notice of thee. Il move the King 
To any Shape of thy Preferment, ſuch 
As thou'lt deſire; and then my ſelf, I chiefly 
That ſet thee on to this Deſert, am bound 
To load thy Merit richly. Call my Women. [ Exit Piſa. 
Think on my Words — A {1;e, and conſtant Knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd; the Agent for his Maſter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 


The Hand faſt to her Lord. I have given him that, 


Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet; and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her Humour, ſhall be aſſur d 
To taſte of too. 

Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 
So, ſo; well done, well done; 
The Violets, Cowſlips, and the Prim-Roſes, i 
Bear to my Cloſet; fare thee well, Til 
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Think on my Words. [Ex, Queen and Ladies, 
Piſa. And? ſhall do: 
But when to my good Lord 771 
I'll choak my ſelf; there's all III do for you. 
Enter Imogen alone. 
Ino. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd O, that Husband! 
My ſupream Crown of Grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it—— had I been Thief-ſtoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy ; but moſt miſerable 
Is the Deſire that's Glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe, 
How mean ſo e er, that have their honeſt Wills, 
Which Seaſons comfort. Who may this be? Fic! 
Enter Piſanio, and Iachimo. 
Piſ. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
lach. Change you, Madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſifety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 
Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly welceme. 
Tach. All of her, that is out of Door, moſt rich! 
If ſhe be farniſh'd with a Mind fo rare, 
She is alone th Arabian Bird; and I 
Have loſt the Wager. Boldneſs be my Friend; 
Arm me Audacity from Head to Foot. 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying Fight, 
Rather directly flye. 


ne of the Nod Note, 10 whe Kindneſſ 
He is one ote, to whoſe Kindneſſes I am 
22 Reflect upon him accordingly, as you value 


80 far I read aloud, * 

But even the wy middle of my Heart 

Is warmed by th reſt, and take it thankfully —— 

You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as 1 | 

Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 

In all that I can do. 72 
l«ch, Thanks, faireſt Lady; 


[Exit, 


What, 
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What, are Men mad? hath Nature given them Eycs 

To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 

Of Sea and Land, which can diſtinguiſh twixt 

The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn d Stones 

2 the 1 and op we not 
artition mae with SpeQacles ſo precious 

Twixt fair dad foul? 

Imo. What makes your Admiration ? 

Lach. It cannot be i'th Eye; for Apes, and Monkeys, 
Twixt twe ſuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor i'th' Judgment; 
For Ideots in this Caſe of Fayour, would 
Be wiſely definit. Nor in the Appetite, 

Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence oppos'd, 
Should make Deſire vomit emptinets, 
Not ſo allur d to feed. 

Imo. What is the Matter trow ? 

Iach. The cloyed Will, ; 
That ſatiate yet unſatisfy'd Deſire, that Tub | 
Both fill d and running: Ravening firſt the Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage — 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 

Iach. Thanks, Madam, well; beſe:ch you, Sir, 
Defire my Man's abode, where I did leave him; ; 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh. [To Piſanio. 

Pi/. I was going, Sir, 

To give him welcome. 

Imo. Continues weli my Lord? 
His Health, beſeech you? 

Iach. Well, Madam. 

Ino. Is he diſpos d to Mirth ? I hope he is. 

Iach. Exceeding pleaſant; none a er there, 

So merry, and fo gameſome; he is cal de 
The Britain Reveller. 

Imo. When he was here 
He did incline to Sadacis, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never ſaw him fad. 

There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 


* ͤ 2 A dio 4 — 
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An eminent Monſieur, that it ſeems much loyes 
A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick ſides from him; whiles the jolly Britain, 
Your Lord I mean, * from's free Lungs, cries ohl·— 
Can my Sides hold, to think, that Man who knows 
By Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof 
What Woman is, yea, what fhe cannot chuſe 
But muſt be, will his free Hours languiſh, 
For aſſur d Bondage? 
Imo. Will my Lord ſay fo? 
Iach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in Flood with Laughter. 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman: 
But Heay'ns know ſome Men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he, I hope. 
Iach. 4 he. But yet Heav'ns Bounty towards him 
might 
Be us d — thankfully. In himſelf tis much; 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, I am bound, 
To pity too. 
Imo. What do you pity, Sir? 
lach. Two Creatures heartily. 
Imo. Am I one, Sir? 
You look on me; what wrack diſcern you in ng 
Deſerves your Pity? 
lach. Lamentable! what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
Ith' Dungeon by a Snuff? 
Ino. I pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your Anſwers 
To my Demauds. Why do you pity me? 
Iach. That others do, 
I was about to ſay, enjoy your — but 
It is an Office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on't. 
Imo. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more, 
Than to be ſure they do; For Certaiaties 


Either 
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Fither are paſt Remedies; or timely knowing, 
The Remedy then born; Diſcover to me 
What both you ſpur and ſtop. 
Iach. Had 1 this Cheek 
To bath my Lips upon; this Hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's Soul 
To th' Oath of Loyalty; this Object, which 
Takes Priſoner the wild Motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here; ſhould I, damn'd then, 
Slayer with Lips as common as the Stairs 
That mount the Capitol? join Gripes, with Hands 
Made hard with hourly Falſhood as with Labour ? 
Then glad my ſelf by peeping in an Eye 
Baſe and unluſtrious as the ſmoaky Light 
That's fed with ſtinking Tallow ? it were fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould at one time 
Encoun'er ſuch Revolt. 
Imo. My Lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 
Tach. And himſelf ; not I 
Inclin'd to this Intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggary of his Change; but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my Tongue, 
Charms this Report out. 
Imo. Let me hear no more. 
Iach, O deareſt Soul! your Cauſe doth ſtrike my Heart 
With Pity, that doth make me ſick. A Lady 
So fair, and faſlned to an Empery, 
Would make the great'it King double; to be partner'd 
With Tomboys, hir'd with that felt Exhibition 
Which your own Coffers yield! with difeas'd Venters 
To play with all Infirmities for Gold, | 
Which rotteneſs can lend Nature! Such boyl'd ſtuff 
As well might poiſon Poiſon! Be reveng'd 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Rc coil from your great Stock. 
Imo. Reveng'd! 
How ſhould I be reyeng'd if this be true, 
As 1 have ſuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe; if it be true, 
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How ſhall I be reveng'd ? 

Iach. Should he make me : 
Live like Diana's Prieſt, betwixt cold Sheets; 
Whiles he is Vaulting variable Ramps 


In your Deſpight, upon your Purſe; revenge it. 


I dedicate my ſelf to your ſweet Pleaſure, 
More Noble than that Runagate to — Bed, 
And will continue faſt to your 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Ino. What ho, Piſanio! —— I 
Iach. Let me my Service tender on your Lips. | 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldſt have told this Tale for Virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeck'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange: 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy Report, as thou from Honour; and 
Sollicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains pokes 5 
Thee, and the Devil al ke. What, ho, Piſanis'—— 
The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſault; if he ſhall think it fit, 
A ſawycy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in a Romiſh Stew, and to Expound 
His beaſtly Mind to us; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio!—— 
Iach. O Leonatus, I may ſay, 
The Credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſerves thy Truſt, and thy moſt perfect Goodnefs 
Her aflur'd Credit; bleſſed live you long, 
A Lady to the worthieſt Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his; and you his Miſtreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit. Give me 1 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your A 
Were deeply rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new o'er ; and he is one 
The trueſt manner d; ſuch a holy Watch, 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all Mens Hearts are bis. 
Imo. You make amends, 
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Lach. He fits mongſt Men, like a deſcended God; 
He hath a kind of Honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur 
To try your taking of a falſe Report, which hath 
Honour d with Confirmation your great Judgment, 
In the Bection of a Sir, ſo rare, 
Which you know cannot err. The Love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your Pardon. 
Imo. All's well, Sir; take my Power i'th' Court for 
ours. 
Ueb. My humble Thanks; I had almoſt forgot 
T'intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall Requeſt, 
And yet of Moment too, for it concerns 
Your Lord; my ſelf, and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners in the Buſineſs. 
Ino. Pray what is't? 
lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
The beſt Feather of our Wing, have mingled Sums 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor: 
Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; 'tis Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite Form, their Values great ;. 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage: May it pleaſe you 
To take them in Protection. : 
Ime. Willingly; 
And pawn mine Honour for their Safety, ſince 
My Lord hath Intereſt in them, I will keep them | 
In my Bed-chamber. : 
Iach. They are in a Trunk 
Attended by my Men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this Night; 
I muſt aboard to Morrow. 
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But not away to Morrow. 
Iach. O, I muſt Madam. h 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, do't to Night, 
I have out-ſtood my time, which is material 
To th'tender of our Preſent. 
Imo. I will write: 
Send your Trunk to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: You're very welcome. [ Exennt; 


. 
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A CT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE A Palace. 


5 Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 
Clot. AS there ever Man had ſuch luck! when TI 


kiſs d the Fack upon an Up-caſt, to be hit a. 


way! I had an Hundred Pound on't; and then a whorſon 
Jack- an- Apes muſt take me up for Swearing. as if I bor- 


row'd mine Oaths of him, and might not nd them at 


my Pleaſure, ' 

1 Lord. 124 he by that? you have broke his Pate 
with your Bowl. ; 

2 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it; it 
would have run all out. 

Clor. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is not 
for any Standers by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my Lord: Nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whorſon Dog! I give him Satisfaction? Would 
he had been one of my Rank. 

2 Lord. To have ſmelt like à Fool. 

Clot. I am nor vext more at any thing in the Earth,----a 
Pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as Iam; they dare 
not Fight with me, becauſe of the Queen my Mother; every 
Jack-ſlave hath-kis Belly fully of Fighting, and I muſt go 
up and down like a Cock, that no body can match. 


2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you 
crow Cock, with your Comb on. [ Aſide. 
Clot Say'ſt thou? 
2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake eve- 
Companion, that you give offence to. 
Clot. No, I know that: But it is fit I ſhould commit 
Offence to my Inferiore. 
2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. 
Clet. Why ſo I ſay. 
1 Lord. Did you hear of a Stranger that's come to 
Court to Night? 
: Clot. A Stranger, and I not know ont? 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows it not. 
1 Lord. There's an Italian come, and tis thought one of 
Leonatus's Friends. 
Clot. Leonatus! A banifh'd Raſcal ; and he's another, 
whereſoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger? 
1 Lord. One of your Lordſhip's Pages. 
Clot. Is it fit I weat to look upon him? Is there no 
derogation in't? | 
2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 2 
Clot. Not calily, I think. 
2 Lord. You are a Fool granted, therefore your Iſſues 
being Fooliſh, do not derogate. | 
Clo. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian; What I have loſt to 
day at Bowls, III win to Night of him. Come; go. 
2 Lord. Vl attend your Lordſhip. [Exit Clot. 
That ſuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, 
Should yield the World this Aſs; A Woman, that 
Pears al down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his Heart, 
And leave Eighteen. Alis poor Princeſs, 
| Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt, | 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 
A Mother hourly coining Plats; a Wooer, . 
More hateful than the fob] Expulſion is | 
Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid Act 5 
Of the divorce—— he'll make the Heav'ns hold firm 
The Walls of thy dear Honour; keep unſhak'd 
That Temple thy fair Mind, that thou may ſt ſtand ,_ 
T enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord: And this great Land. [Exexun!\ 
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CENE Il. A magnificent Bedchamber; | 
. one part of it a = Trunk. ? 


Imogen is diſcover'd reading in her Bed, a Lady attending. 

Imo. Who's there? My Woman Helen? 

Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam —— 

Imo. What Hour is it? 

Lady. Almoſt Midnight, Madam. 

Ino l have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak; 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left; to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: 

And if thou canſt awake by four o'th' Clock, 
I prithee call me——Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly.[ Exit Lady. 
To your Protection I commend me, Gods, 
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 
[' Sleeps, 


Guard me, beſeech ye. 
[Iachimo riſes from the Trunk. 
Iach. The Crickets fing, and Man's o'er-labour'd Senſe 
Repairs it ſelf by Reſt: Our Targuin thus 
Did ſoftiy preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The Chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom ſt thy Bed! Freſh Lilly, 
And whiter than the Sheets! That I migut touch, 
But kiſs, one kiſs —— Rubies un d 
How dearly they do't——'Tis her Breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: The Flame o'th'T 
Bovys toward her, and would under-peep her Lids, 
To ſee th'incloſed Lights, now 'd 
Under the Windows, White and Azure, lac'd | 
With Blue of Heav'ns own tint——but my Deſign's 
To Note the Chamber ——1 will write all 
Such, and ſuch Pictures — there the Window. ſuch | 
Th' Adornment of her Bed the Arras, Figures 
Why ſuch, and fuch——and the Contents o'th' Story 
Ah, but ſome natural Notes about her Body, | 
Aboye ten thouſand meaner Moveables | 
__ mw, r enrich mine Inventory. 
O Sleep, Ape of Death, lye dull her, 
And be her Senfs but as a Monument, 
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Thus in 2 Chappel lying. Come off, come off. 
[Taking off her Bracelet: 

As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As ſtrongly as the Conſcience do's within, 
To th'madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 
A Mole Cinque-ſpotted— Like the Crimſon Drops 
I'th* bottom of a Cowfſlip. Here's 2 Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law could make: This Secret 
Will force him think I have pick'd che Lock, and tv'en 
The Treaſure of her Honour. No more— to what end? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my Memory. She hath been reading late, 
The Tale of Tereus, here the Leaf's turn d down 
Where Philomele gave up-----I have enough, 
To th' Trunk again, and ſhut the Spring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you Dragons of the Night, that dawning 
May bear the Raven's Eye: I lodge in fear, 
Though this a heav'nly Angel, Hell is here. [Clock ftrikes] 
One, two, three: Time, time. | 

[ He goes into the Trunk, the Scene cloſes; 


SCENE III. The Palace. 


Enter Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient Man in loſs; 

the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd up Ace. 

Clot. It would make any Man cold to loſe. 

1 Lord. But not every Man patient, after the noble Tem- 
per of your Lordſhip; you are moſt hot and furious, when 
you win. 

Clot. Winning will put any Man into Courage: If I 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, 1 ſnall have Gold enough : 
It's almoſt Morning, is't not? 

1 Lord. Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Muſick would come: I amadviſcd ts 
give her Muſick a Mornings, they ſay it will penetrate. 
Enter Muſicians. 

Come on, Tune; if you can penetrate here with your Fin- 
gering, ſo; we'll try with Tongue too; if none will 2 
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tet her remain: But I'll never give o'er. Firſt, a very 
excellent good conceited thing; after a wonderful ſweet 
Air, with admirable rich Words to it, and then let her 
conſider. . 


S O N S. 


Hark, hark, the Lark at Heav'n's Gate ſings, 
And Phoebus 'gms ariſe, 
His Steeds to Water at 254 Springs 
On chalic'd Flow'rs that lye: : 
And winking Mar y-buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady ſweet ariſe: 
Ariſe, ariſe. 


So, get you ----if this penetrate, I will conſider your 
Muſick the r: If it do not, it is a Vice in her Ears, 
which Horſe-Hairs. and Cats Guts, nor the Voice of un- 
pav'd Eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

2 Lord, Here comes the King. 

Clor. I am glad I was up ee. for that's the Reaſon 1 
was up ſo early: He cannot chuſe but take this Service l 
have done, Fatherly. Good Morrow to your Majcſty, 
and gracious Mother. 

Om. A tend you here the Door of our ſtern Daughter? 
Will ſhe not forth? | 

Clot. I have affail'd her with Muſicks, but ſhe vouch- 
ſafes no Notice. | 

Om. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 

She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt wear the Print of his Remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 

Queen. You are moſt bound to th' King, 
Who lets go by no Vantages, that may 

Prefer you to his Daughter: Frame your ſelf 
To orderly Solicits, and befriended 

With aptncſs of the Seaſon; make Denia!s 
Encreaſe your Services; ſo ſeem, as if 

You are inſpir d to do thoſe Duties which 

You tender to her: That you in all obey her, 
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Save When Command to your Diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs, 

Clot. Senſeleſs? not fo. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. So like you, Sir, Ambaſſadors from Rome; 
The one is Cains Lucius. 

Cym, A worthy Fellow, . 
Albeit he comes on e now ; 
But that's no Fault of e We moſt receive him 
According to the Honour of his Sender, 
And towards himſelf, his Goodneſs fore-ſpent on 
8 _—_—_ our Notice 2 dear Son, 
W ou have given orning to your Miſtreſs, 
Attend the . n ſhall Rove — 
T' employ you towards this Roman. Come, our Queen. 


| [ Exennt. 

Clos. If ſhe be up, VII ſpeak with her; if not, 

Let her lye ſtill, and dream: By your leave ho! 

I know her Women are about her —— what 

If I do line one of their Hands Tis Gold 

Which buys Admittance, oft it doth, yer, and makes 

Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves, and yield up 

Their Deer to th' ſtand o th' Stealer: And tis Gold 

Which makes the True man kill'd, and faves the Thief; 

Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief, and True-man: What 

Can it not do, and undo? I will make 

One of her Women to me, for 

yet not underſtand the my ſelf. 

By your leave. [Knocks 

Enter 4 Lady. 
Lady. Who's there that knocks? 
Clot. A Gentleman. 
No more? 
Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewoman's Son. 
Lady. That's more 

Than tome whoſe Tailors are as dear as yours, 

Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your Lordſhip's Pleaſure? 
Clor. Your Lady's Perſon, is ſhe ready? 
Lady. Ay, to her Chamber, 

* There os — tor you, 

Sell me your 
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Lady. How, m Name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall Gia b el. The Princeſs. 
Enter Imogen. 
Cu. Good Morrew Faireſt, Siſter your ſweet Hand. 
Imo. Good Morrow, Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchaſing but Trouble: the Thanks I give, 
Is telling you that I am poer of Thanks, 
And ſcarce can ſpare them. | 
Clot Still I ſwear I love you; 
Ino. If you'd but faid fo, 'twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ſtill, your Recompence is ſtill 
That 1 it not. 
Clot. This is no Anſvver. 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yield, : — as 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you ſpare me, Fa! 
I ſhall m— equal Di 5 
To your beſt Kindneſs: One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being tar ght, emacs. 
Clot. To leave you in your Madneſs, 'twere my Sin, 
I will not. 
Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 
Clot. Do you call me Fool? 
Imo As I am mad I do: 
If you'll be patient, ll no more be mad, 
That cures us both. I am much forry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady's Manners 
By being ſo verbal: And learn now, for all, 
That I which know my Heart, do here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you, 
And am ſo near the lack of Charity 
To accuſe my ſelf, I hate you: which 1 had rather 
Tou felr, than make't my boaſt. | 
Clos. You Sin againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father; for 
The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and foſter'd with cold Diſhes, 
With ſcraps o'th* Court, it is no Contract, none; 
And though it be allow'd in meaner Parties, 
Yet who than he more mean, to knit their Souls 
On whom there is no more d ency 
but Brats and Beggary, in felt-figur'd knot, 
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Vet are curb'd from that Enlagement, by 
Tae 3 o*'ch* Crown, and muſt not foil 
The ious Note of it; with a baſe Slave, 

A Hilding for a Livery, a Squire's Cloth, 

A Pantler; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow: 

Wert thou the Son of Jupiter, and no more 

But what thou art beſides thou wert too baſe 
To be his Groom: thou wert dignify d enough, 
Ev'n to the point of Envy, if twere made 
Comparative for your Virtues, to be ſtild 

The under Hangman of his Kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 

Clot. The South-fog rot him. 

Imo. He never can meet more Miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt Garment l 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, is dearer 
In my reſpect, than all the Hairs above thee, 

Were they all made ſuch Men. How now, Piſanio? 
Euter Piſanio. | 
Clot. His — Now the Devil. 
Imo. To Dorothy, my Woman, hye thee preſently. 
Clot. His Cament? n 4 
Imo. I am ſprighted with a Fool, 
Frighted, and angred worſe — Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel, that too caſually 
Hath left mine Arm---it was thy Maſter's. Shrew me 
4, would loſe it for a Reyenue n 
Of any King's in Europe. I do think, 
I — this Morning; confident I am, 
Laſt Night twas on my Arm; I kiſs d it. 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I Kiſs ought but him, 

Pif. *T'will not be loſt. 

== I ye! ſo; go and ſearch. 

ot. You have d me----His meane ment? 

n 6 Gor Foo 

you make't an Action, call Witneſs to't 

Clos. I will inform your Father. mw 

Imo. Your Mother too; 
She's my good Lady; = will Conceive, I hope, 
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But the worſt of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


To th' worſt of Diſcontent. [Exit, 
Clot. I'll be reyeng d; 
His meaneſt Garment?—— Well. [ Exit, 


SCENE IV. Rome. 


Enter Poſthumus, and Philario. 


Poſt. Fear it not, Sir; I would 1 were fo ſure 
To win the King, as 1 am bold, her Honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do. you make to him ? 

Poſt. Not any, but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the preſent Winter's ſtate, and wiſh 
That warmer Days would come; in theſe fear'd Hopes 
I barely gratifie your Love; they failing 
I muſt die much your Debtor. 

Phi. Your very Goodneſs, and your Company, 
O'er-pays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus; Caius Lucius 
Will do's Commiſſion throughly. And I think 
He'll grant the Tribute; f ' Arrearages, 
Or look our Romans, whoſe reme ce 
Is yet freſh in their Grief. 

Poſs, 1 do believe, 

Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be, 

That this will prove a War; and you ſhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 

In our not- —__——— than have Tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are Men more order'd than when Julius Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Diſcipline, 

Now mingled with their Courages, will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 

That mend upon the World. 


58 Enter lachimo. 
— tos Iachimo. IN 
Poſt. The ſwifteſt Harts ſted by Land 
And Winds of all tte Corners kiG'd your Salk F 
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To make your Veſſel nimble. 
Phil. Welcome, Sir. 


Poſt. I hope the Briefneſs of your Anſwer, made 


The ineſs of your Return 

Tach. Your Lady, | 
Is one of the faireſt that ever I look'd upon. 

-_ And therewithal the beſt, or let her Beauty 
Look thro 


h a Caſement to allure falſe Hearts, 
And be falſe with them. 


Iach. Here are Letters for you. 
Poſt. Their Tenure good, i truſt, 
Tach. Tis very like. 
Poſt. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain Court, 
When you were there? 
Tach. He was expected then, 
But not a h'd. 

Poſt. 1s well yer. : | . 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? | 

Iach, If 1 have loſt it, 

I ſhould have loſt the Worth of it in Gold ; 

Il make a Journey twice as far, Yenjoy 

A ſecond Night of ſuch ſweet Shortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 
Poſt. The Stone's too hard to come by. 

Iach. Not a whit, 


Your Lady being ſo eafie. 


e 1 hoe you know that 
Your your Sport; I we 
Muſt not 6 ama = - 

Lach. Good Sir, we muſt, ; 
If you keep Covenant; had I not brought 
The Knowledge of your Miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to jon farther ; but I now 
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And Ring is yours. If not, the foul Opinion 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or loſes 
Your Sword. or mise, or maſterleſs leaves both 
To who fhall find them. 


Iach. Sir, my Circumftances 
Being ſo near the Truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe; whoſe Strength 
I will confirm with Oath, which 1 doubt not 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
You need it no. 
Poſt. Proceed. 
Nach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber, 
Where | confeſs I ſlept not, but profeſs 
Had that was well worth Watching, it was hang d 
With Tapeſtry of Silk and Silver ; Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Ciduus ſwell'd above the Banks, or for 
The Preſs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workmanſhip, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be fo rarely. and exactly wrought, 
Since the true Lite ent w as 
Poſt. This is true; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by ſome other, | 
Iach. More particulars 
Muſt juſtifie my Knowledge, 
Poſt So they muſt, 
Or Honour Injury, 
—_— 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piecs 
Chaſt Dian, bathing; never ſaw I Figures 
So likely to report themſulves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-yeat her, 
Motion and Breath left out. | 
Poſt. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewiſe read, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
lach. The Roof oth Chamber 
With golden Cherubim is fretted. Her Andirons, 
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I had forgot them, were two winking Cxpids 
Of Silver, each on one Foot ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 
. jo. 29 woo - 3 

t it be granted ave {cen is, prai 
Be given to your — the Deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid. | 

Iach. if you can Pulling out the Bracele:s, 
Be Pale, 1 beg but leave to air this Jewel: Sec! —— 
And now tis up again; it muſt be marricd 
To that your Diamond. III keep them. 

Poſt. Fove! —— 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lach. Sir, I thank her, that: 
She ſtrip'd it from her Arm, I ſee her yet, 
Her pretty Action did out-ſell her Gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. 

Poſt. May be, the pluck d it off 
To ſend it me. 
* Iach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe? 

Poſt. O no, no, no, tis true. Here take this too, 
It is a Baſilisk unto mine Eye, | 
Kills me to look on't : Let there be no Honour, 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semblance, Love, 
Where there's another Man. The Vous of Women 
Of no more Bendage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Virtues, which is nothing; 
O, above Meaſure falſe! —— 

Phi. Have Patience, Sir, 
And take your Ring again: tis not yet won; 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or 
Who — if one of her Women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtoln it from her. | 

Poſt. Very true, 
And ſo I hope he came by't; back my Ring, 
Render to me ſome corporal Sign abcut her 
More evident than this; — 
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Iach. By Fupiter, 1 hadfit from her Arm. 
Poſt. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
Tis true——nay keep the Ring tis true; I am ſure 
She could not leſe it; her Attendants are 
All ſworn and honourable; they induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a Stranger — no, he enjoy'd her, 
The cognizance of her Incontinency 
Is this: ſhe hath bought the Name of Whore, thus dearly, 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of He | 
Divide themſelves between you, ve 
Phi. Sir, be patient ; | 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perſuaded well of. 
Poſt. Never talk on't; 
She hath been colted by him. 
Iach. If you ſeek 
For further pane” tg under her Breaſt, 
Worthy the preſling, lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my Life 


I kiſt it, and it gave me preſent hunger 
To teed again, chough Lou do remember 
This ſtain upon her 
Poft. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Iach. Will you hear more? 
Poft, Spare your Arithmetick. 
Never count the Turns: Once, and a Milliom. 
Iach. Vil be {\worn——— 
Poſt. No ſwearing : 
If you will ſwear you have not done't, you lie, 
And I will kill thee if thou doſt deny 
Thou'ſt made me Cuckold. 
lach. Ill deny nothing. 
Ps. O that ] had her here, to tear her Limb- meal; 
1 will go there — do't i th' Court, before 
Her Father — I'll do ſomething —— Exit. 
Phil. Quite beſides 
The Government of Patience. You have won; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent Wrath 
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He hath againſt himſelf. 
Iach. With all my Heart. [ Exennt. 
p Enter Poſthumus. 
Poſt. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muſt be half-workers? We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt venerable Man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, 1 know not where, 
When 1 was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tools 
Made me a Counterfeit; yet my Mother ſeem'd 
= Dian of that wes to _ my Wite 
e Non-parcil of this — Vengeance, Vengeance 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 
And pray'd me oft Forbearance; did ir with 
A Pudency ſo Roſie, the ſweet View on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn 
That I thought her 
As Chaſte, as unſun'd Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
This yellow Iachimo in an Hour ast not ?—— 
Or leſs; at firſt? Perchance ſpoke not, but 
Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a German one, 
Cry'd oh, and mounted; - found no firion 
But what he look'd for, ſhould e, and ſhe 
Should from Encounter guard. Could I find out 
The Woman's part in me, for there's no Motion 
That tends to Vice in Man, but I affirm 
It is the-Woman's part; be it lying, note it, 
The Woman's; Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers; 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hers, hers; Reve hers; 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Dia, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability: 
All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why hers, in part, or all; but ratherall. Forevento Vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill; 
One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them —— yet tis greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they have their Will; 
The very Devils cannot plague them better. [ Exit. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Qucen, Cloten, and Lord: at 
one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 


Cym. NM O W fay, What would Caſar with us? 
Luc. When Julius Ceſar, whoſe remembrance yet 
Lives in Mens Eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and ing ever, was in this Britain, 
And conquer d it, Caſſibelan thine Uncle, 
Famous in Czſar's Praiſes, no whit leſs. 
Than in his Feats deſerving it for him 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, | 
Yearly three thouſand Pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left untender'd. 0 | 
ueen. And to kill the marvail, 

Ihall be ſo ever. 

Clot. There be many Caſars, 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain's 2 World 
By it ſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Noſes. 
That Opportuni | 
Which then they had to take from's, to reſume- 
We have again; remember, Sir, my Leige, 
The-K'ngs your Anceſtors, together with 
The natural Bravery of your Iſle, which ſtands 
As Neptune's Park ribbed, and paled in 
With Oaks unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
Wn _ 4— will = bear your Enemies Boats; 

ut ſuck them up to th Top- maſt. A kind of Conqueſt 
Caſar made — but — not here his brag 
Ot, came, and ſaw, and overcame; with ſhame, 
The firſt that ever touch d him, he was carried 
From off our Coaſt, tw¾ice beaten; and his Shipping, 
Poor ignorant Baubles, on our terrible Seas, | 
Like Egg ſhells, mov'd upon their Surges, crack'd 
As calily gainſt our Rocks, For Joy whereof, 
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The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point, 

Oh giglet Fortune! ro maſter Cefar's Sword, 
Made Lud's Town with rejoicing Fires bright, | 
And Britains ſtrut with Courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as 1 
ſaid, there is no more ſuch Caſars; other of them may have 
crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ftrait Arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clos. We have yet many among us, N as hard as 
Caſſibelan, I do not ſay I am one; but I have a hand. Why 
Tribute? Why ſß we pay Tribute? If Ceſar can hide 
the Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
Pocket, we will pay bim Tribute for Light; elſe, Sir, no 
more Tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You muſt know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Caſars Ambition, 
Which ſwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ftretch 

The fides o th World, againſt all Colour here, 

Did put the Yoke upon's; which to ſhake off 

Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 

Our ſel;es to be; we do. Say then to Ceſar, 

Our Anceſtor was that Malmutius, which 

Ordain'd our Laws, whoſe uſe the Sword of Cæſar 

Hath too much mangled; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, 

Thoug be therefore angry. Malmatias made our Laws: 
Who was the firſt, of Britain, which did put . 

His Brows within a golden Crown, and call'd 

Himſelf a Kin 

Luc. 1 am << Cymbeline,” 
That I am to pronounce Avg Caſar, 

Caſar that hath more Kings his Seryants, than 
Thy {lf Domeſtick Officers, thine Enemy. 
Receive it from me then. War, .and Confuſion 


In Cæſars Name-pronounce I *gainſt thee: Look - 
For Fury, not to be reliſted. Thus defy'd, . 


I thank thee for my ſelf. 
qm. Thou art welcome, Caine, 
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Thy Ceſar Knighted me; my Youth 1 . 
Much under him: Of him, J pather's — 
Which he, to ſeek of me again, K NN | 
Behooves me keep at witerance. I am perfect, 
That the Pannonian and Dalmatians, for 
Their Libertics, are now in Arms: A Precedent 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britains cold: 
So Ceſar ſhall not find them. 

Luc. Let Proof I 

Clot.-His Majeſty bids you Welcome. Make Paſtime with 
us a Day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us afterwardsin 
other terms, you ſhall find us in our Salt-water Girdle: If 
you beat us out of it. it is yours: If you fall in the Adyen- 
ture, * Crows ſhall fare the better for you: And there's 
an end. 


Luc. So, Sir. 
Cym. I know your Maſter's Pleaſure, and he mine: 
All the Remain, is welcome. [Exennt. 
Enter Piſanio reading 4 Letter. 


Piſ. How ? of e Wherefore write you not 
What Monflers her accuſe ? Leonarus ? 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange Infection 
Is fall'n into thy Ear? What falſe Italian, 
As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed, hath prevaild 
On thy too ready hearing? Diſloyal? No, 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; und 
More Goddeſs-like, than Wife-ltike, ſuch Aſſaults 

As would take in ſome Virtue. Oh my Maſter, 
Thy Mind to her, is now as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould Murther her, 
Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vows, which I 
Have made to thy Command! —1 her! — Her Blood! 
It it be ſo, to do good Service, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 
That I ſhould feem to Iack Humanity, 
Sc much as this Fact comes to? Dor — the Letter [ Reading, 
That I have ſent her, by her own Command, 
Shall grue the Opportunity. Oh damn'd Paper! 
Black as the Ink that's on thee: Senſeleſs Bauble! 
Act thou a Fœdarie for this act; thou look ſt 
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So Virgin- like without? Lo here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Imogen. 

I am ignerant in what | am commanded. 
Im. How now, Piſanio? 

Piſ. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Stars, as I his Characters, 
He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of Love, 
Of my Lord's Health, of his Content, yet not 

That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him: 

Some Griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſick Love, of his Content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Locks of Counſel. Loyers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeitures you caſt in Priſon, 


yet 
You claſp young aaa good News, Gods, 


ing. 
Uſlice, and your Father's Wrath, ſhould be take me in his 
Dominion, could not be ſo cruel to me, as you, oh the dear- 
eft of Creatures, would even renew me with your Eyes. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria at Miiford-Haven: What yotor 
own Love will out of this adviſe you, follow. So he wiſhes 
you all Happineſs, that remains Loyal to his Vow, and your 
increaſing in Love, Leonatus Poſthumus, 
Oh for a Horſe with Wings! Hear'ſt thou, Pifanio? 
He is at Milford Haven Read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 
May plod it in a Week, why may not l 
| Glide thither in a day? then, true Piſanio, 
Who long'f like me, to ſee thy Lord; who 
(Oh let me bate.) but not like me, yet long' ſt | 
But in a fainter kind — Oh not like me; mu 
N For mine's beyond, beyond ——fay, and ſpeak th et: 
Love's Counſellor ſhould fill the Bores of Hearing 
To th ſmothering of the Senſe — how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford? And by th' way 
Tell me bow Wales was made fo happy, as 
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T inherit fuch a Hayen. But firſt of all, | 
How may we ſteal from hence: And for the Gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going, 
And our return, to excuſe but firſt, how get hence. 
Why ſhould Excuſe be born or cer tr 
Well talk of that hereafter. Prithee 
How many Score of Miles may we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour? 

Piſ One Score *twixt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam's enough for you: And too much too: 

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, . 
Could never go ſo flow: I have heard of riding Wagers; 
Where Horſes. have been nimbler than the Sands 
That runs i'th* Clocks behalf. But this is Foolery, 

Go, bid my Woman feign a Sicknels, ſay 
She'll home to her Father, and provide me preſent 
A riding Suit: No coſtlier than would fit 
A Franklin's Houſewife. . 
Piſ. Madam, you're beſt confider. 
Imo. I ſee me, Man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, but have a Fog in them, 
That I cannot look thorough. Away, I prithee, 
Do as I bid thee; there's no more to ſay; 
Acceſſible is none but Milford way. Exe: 


SCENE U. A Bret with a Cave. 


Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houſe with ſuch, 
Whoſe Root's as low as ours: See, Boys! this Gate 
Inſtructs you how t'adore the Heav us; and bows you 
To a Morning's holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch'd ſo-bigh, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impieus Turbands on, without 
Good Morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair Heay'n, 
We houſe i th Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

As prouder Livers do. | 
Grid. Hail, Heav'n! 
Arv. Hail, Heav'n! 
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When you above perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which lefſens and ſets off, 


And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 


Of Courts of Princes, of the tricks in War, 
This N 5 on rn ſo bei * 
But bei ow'd. To a t 

Draws us a profit from all * we ſee: 

And often to our Comfort, ſhall we find 

The ſharded = in a fater _ * 
Than is the full · wing d Eagle. is Life, 
Is nobler than attending for a Check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble; 
Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid-for Silk: 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine; 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs'd; no Life to ours. 


Guid. Out of your Proof you ſpeak; we unfledg'd 
Have never wing d from view o th' Neſt; Te hw not 


What Air's from Home. Hap'ly this Life is beſt, 
If quiet Life is beſt, ſweeter to you | 


That have a ſharper known: well correſponding 


With your ſtifl Age; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a-Bed, 
A Priſon, or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of 

When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? Hor, 
In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing Hours away? we have ſeen nothing, 
We are beaſtly; ſubtle as the Fox for Prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Our Valour is to chaſe what flies, our Cage 
We make a Qiire, as doth the priſon d Bird, 
And ſing our Bondage freely. 

Bel. How you ſpeak? 

Did you but know the City's Uſuries, 

And felt them knowingly ;.the Art o'cth' Court, 
As hard to leave, as kcep,. whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or fo ilipp'ry, that 
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The Fear's as bad as Falling. The Toil &' th' War, 
A Pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out Danger 
Fth' name of Fame, and Honour; which dies i'th' ſearch, 
And hath as oft a ſland'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of fair act; nay, many time 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe 
Muſt curt'ſie at the Cenſure. Oh Boye, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body's mark'd 
With Reman Swords; and my Report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of Note. Cymbeline loy'd me, 
And when a Soldier was the Theam, my Name 
Was not far off : . Ae L - a Tree 
Whoſe Boughs di with Fruit. But in one Ni 
A Storm, or R , call it what you will, g's, 
Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to Weather. 
Guid. Uncertain Favour! a 
Bel. My Fault being wry 1 as I have told you oft, 
But that two Villains, whoſe falſe Oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect Honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
] was Confederate with the Romans: So 
Follow'd my Baniſhment, and this Twenty Years, 
This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have becn my World, 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom, pay'd 
More pious Debts to Heav'n, than in al 
The fore-end of my time—— But, up to th* Mountains, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that firikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o' th' Feaſt, 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 
And we will fear no Poiſon, which attends 
In place of greater State: 
I'll meet you in the Valleys. Exe 
How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature? 
Theſe Boys know little they are Sons to th King, 
Nor line dreams that they are alive. 
They think they are mine, and tho? train d up thus meanly 
I th” Cave, where, on the Bow, their Thoughts do hit 
The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In _ and low things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the Trick of other: This Polydor, 
| The 
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The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call d Guiderius Fove ! 

When on my Three-foot Stool I fir, and tell 

The warlike Feats I have done, his Spirits fly out 

Into my Story: Say, thus mine Enemy fell. 

And thus I ſet my Foot on's Neck, even then 

The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 

Stains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 

That acts my Words. The younger Brother Cadwall, 

Once Arvigarss, in as like a Figure 

Strikes Life into my Speech, and ſhews muck more 

His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz d 

Oh Cymbeline! Heav'n and my Conſcience knows 

Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon 

At three, and two Years old, I ftole theſe Babes, 

Thinking to bar thee of Succeſſion, as 

Thou retr'ſt me of my Lands. Emriphile, 

Thou waſt their Nurſe, they took thee for their Mother, 

And every day do Honour to her Grave; 

My ſelf Belarus that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural Father. The Game is up. [ Exit. 

Enter Piſanio and I . 

Imo. Thou told'ſt me when we came =_ Horſe, the Place 

Was near at hand: Ne'er long'd my Mother fo 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now —— Piſanio 

Where is Pohumus? What is in thy Mind 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that Sigh 

From th' inward of thee? One, but painted thus 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 

Beyond Self- explication. Put thy felt 

Into a *haviour of leſs Fear, ere Wildneſs 

Vanquiſh my ſteadier Senſes. What's the Matter? 

Why tender ſt thou that Paper to me, with 

A Look untender? if't be Summer News, 

Smile to't before, if Winterly, thou need'ſt 

But keep that Count'nance ſtill, My Husband's Hand? 

That Drug-damn'd Italy, bath out craftied him, 

And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, Man; thy Tongue 

May take off ſome Extremity, which to read 

Would be eyen Mortal to me. 
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Pi. Pleaſe you read, | * 
And you ſhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moſt diſdain d of Fortune. 


Im reads. 

FEY Miſtreſs, Pilanio. hath play'd the Strumpet in my 

Bed: The Teſtimonies lye bleeding in me. | 
ſpeak not out of weak Surmiſes, but Proof as ſtrong as my 
Grief. and as certain as I expect my Revenge. I hat part, thou 
Piſanio, muſt af fer me, if thy Faith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers; let thine own Hands take away ber Life: 1 
ſhall give thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. She hath my 
Letter for the purpoſe; where, if thou fear to ftrike and 10 
make me certam it is done, thou art the Fan der to her Di- 
Jhonour, and equally to me Diſtoyal. 


Piſ. What ſhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throat already. No, tis Slander, 
Whoſe Edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue 
Out-yenoms all the Worms of Nile, v hoſe Breath 
Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye - 
All Corners of the World, Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous Slander enters, What chear, Madam? 

Imo. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe? 
To lye in watch there, and to think on him? Bi 

To twixt Clock and Clock ? If Sleep charge Nature, 

To it with a fearful Dream of him, 
And cry my ſelf awake? that's falſe to's Bed; is it? 

Piſ. Alas, Lady! 

Ino. I falſe? thy Conſcience witneſs, Iachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 
— — like a Villain: Now, Fab hinks, 

y Favour's enough. Some Jay o ; 
Whoſe — her painting. ure him: 
Poor I am ſtale, a Garment out of Fafhion, 
And for 1 am richer than to hang by th' Walls, 
I mult be ript; to pieces with me: Oh, 
Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. All gecd ſeeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Husband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for Villany: not born where grows, 
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But worn a Bait for Ladies. 
Piſ. Good Madam, hear me ; a 
Ino. True honeſt Men being heard, like falſe ZEneas, 

Were in his time * falle: And Synon's weeping 

Did ſcandal many a holy Tear; took pity 

From moſt true Wretchedneſs. So thou Poſſbumue, 

Wilt lay the leven to all proper Men; 

Gooely, and Gallant, ſhall be Falſe and Perjur d, 

F:om thy great fail: Come, Fellow, be thou honeſt, 

Do ti ou thy Maſter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, 

A lictle witneſs my Obedience, Look, 

I draw the Sword my ſelf, take it, and hit 

The innocent Manſion of my Love, my Heart, 

Fear not, tis empty of all things, but Grief; 

Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeed 

The Riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike, 

Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe: 

But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward. | 
Pi. Hence, vile Inſtrument, 

Thou ſhall aot damn my Hand. 

Imo. Why, I mult die, 

And if I do not by thy Hand, thou art 

No Servant of thy Maſter's. Againſt Self · ſlaughter 

There is a Prohibition ſo divine 


op eta 
The Seri Loyal Leonatas, 
All turn'd to — 


CPulling bi 
Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 

Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 
Believe falſe Teachers: Though thoſe that are betray d 
Do feel the Treaſon ſharply, yet the Traitor 

Stands in worſe caſe of Woe. And thou Poſihumus, 
That didſt ſet up my Diſobedience gainſt the 'King 


My Father, mad'ſt me put into contempt the Suits 
of Printe, Fellows ; ſhalt — 
It is no act of common Faſſage, but 
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A ſtrain of Rareneſs: And I grieve my ſelf, 
To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That now thou tireſt on, how thy Memory 

Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee diſpatch, 


The Lamb entreats the Butcher. Where's the Knife? 


Thou art too flow to do thy Maſter's bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Piſ. O gracious Lady! 
Sinee I receiv d Command to do this Buſineſs 
I have not ſlept one wink. 
Ino. Do't, and to bed then. 
Piſ. Vil break mine Eye-balls firſt, 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didſt underrake it? why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a Pretence? this place? 


Mine Action ? and thine own? our Horſes Labour ? 


The time inviting thee? the perturb'd Court 
For my being t? whereuato I never 
Purpoſe return; why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent ? when thou haſt ta'en thy ſtand, 
Th elected Deer before thee ? 

Piſ. But to win time 
To ſo bad Employment, in the which 
I have confider'd of a Courſe; good Lady, 
Hear me range . 

Ine. Talk thy Tongue weary, ſpeak; 
: Lo tend deem a Strumpet, and raine Ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor Tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. 

Piſ. oo Madam, 8 
* would not i 
— R like b 
inging me here to kill me. 
Pi. Not ſo neither; 
But if I were as wiſe, —_ then . 
My Purpoſe would prove it cannot 
Be hare Maſter is abus'd, ſome Villain, 


Ay, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 


Ine. Some Roman Curtezan ? 
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Piſ. No, on my Life; bett 
I'll gi give bir Notice you are dead, and ſend im 
it 


Some blood For 'tis commanded 
I ſhould do ſo; ; Jou ſta be mils'd at Court, 
And that will wel confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good Fellow; 
What ſhall 1 do the while? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my Life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband? 

Piſ. If you'll back to th' Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, fimple nothing, 
That Cloten; whoſe Love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a 

Pif. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 

Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that ſhines? Day? Night? 
Are they not but in Britain ? I'th' World's Volume 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in't; 
In a great Pool a Swan's Neſt. - Prithee think 
There's Livers out of Britain. 

Piſ. I am moſt glad 
You think of — Place: Th' Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford. Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a Mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but ; 
That which appear it ſelf, muſt not yet be, 
ny 3 

a VIEW ; yea, Y» near 

The 1. of Poſthumus ; fo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his Action were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhuuld reader him hourly to your Ear, 
As truly as he moves. a 

Imo. Oh for ſuch means, 
Though Peril to my Modeſty, not Death on't, 
1 adventure. 

Piſ. Well then, there's the Point: 
You muſt forget to be a Woman, change 
2 Fear and Niceneſi, 


** 
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The Handmaids of all Women, or more traly : 
Woman it's pretty ſelf, into a iſh Courage, 
Ready in Gybes, 1 „ and 
As quarrellous as the Weazel: Nay, you m 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoling it (but oh the harder Heart, 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy Touch 
Of common-kiſling Titan; and forget : | 
Your labourſome — dainty Trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 
Imo. Nay, be brief: 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoft 
A Man already. 
4 


Piſ. Firſt, AEM your ſelf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
('Tis in my bag) Doubler, Hat, Hoſe, all J 
That anſwer to them. Would you ia their ſerving; 1 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From Youth of ſuch a Seaſon, fore Noble Lucius 7 
Preſent your ſelf, defire his Service; tell him 8 
Wherein you're happy, which will make him know, 

If that his Head have Ear in Muſick, doubtleſs 

— he will embrace you; for he's honourable, I 
And ax tore that, moſt holy. Your means abroad | 

You have —"_ and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fu ent. 

Imo, Thou art all the Comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Pritbee away; 
There's more to be confider'd; but we'll even 
All that time will give us. This attempt 
I am Soldier to, _— — 4 — 

A Prince's way, I prithee. 

Piſ. fg Mong A wor ſhort farewyel. 
La being _ | . 1 , 

our Carriage from . noble Miftreſs, 
Here is a Box, I had it from the 4 uw 
What's in't is precious: If you are tick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm'd at Land, a dram of this 
Will drive away Diſtemper. To ſome Shade, 
And fit you to your Manhood; may the Gods 
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Direct you to the beſt. | 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. [Exennte 


SCENE III. The Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 
m. Thus far, and ſo farewel. 

Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 
My Emperor bath wrote, 1 muſt from hence, 


And am right ſorry, that I muſt report ye 
My Mafter's Enemy. 


Cym. Our Sub) Sir, 
Will not endure his Yoak ; and for our ſelf 
To ſkew leſs Soveraignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-King like. 
Luc. So, Sir: I deſire of you 
A Conduct over Land, to Milford- Haven. 
Madam, all Joy befal your Grace, and 2 
Om. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly; but from this time forth 
] wear it __ Enemy. 
Luc. Sir, Event 
Is yet to name the Winner. Fare you well. 
Om. Leave not the worthy Lacias, good my Lords, 
Till he have croſt the Severn. Happineſs, [Ex. Lucius, Cc. 
ween. He hence frowning; but it honours us, 
Oo tn him Cauſe. 
Clet. Tis all the better, 
Your yaliant Britains have their Wiſhes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in readineſs; 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia | 
Will ſoon be drawn to Head, from whence he moyes 
War for Britain | 
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Our Expectation that it ſhould be thus 
Ne us forward. But, = gentle Queen, 
Where is our Daughter? She hath not appear d 
Before the Rowan, nor to us hath tender'd 
The Duty of the Day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of Malice, than of Duty, 
We haye noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have been too light in Sufferance. 

Royal Sir, 
Since the Exile of Poſthumas, molt retir'd 
Hath her Life been; the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your Majeſty, 
Forbear Speeches to her. She's a Lady 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 

Om. Where is ſhe, Sir? How 
Can her Contempt be anſwer d? 

Meſ. Pleaſe you Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th' loudeſt Noiſe we make. 
i "or bnnge Bo he tet wn" gms 

me to ex keepin 

oe 4 conſtrain'd by her in — 
She ſhould that Duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer; this 


She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great Court 


Made me to blame in Memory. 
Cym. Her Doors lock'd? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant Heay'ns, that which 1 fear 
Prove falſe. 
Queen. Son, I ſay; follow the King. 


I haye not ſcen theſe two Days. 

Go, look after 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for 1 — 
Hie hath a Drug of mine; I pray, his Abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 


Where is ſhe gone? Haply Deſpair hath ſeiz d her; 2 


Clot. That Man of hers, Piſanio, her old Servant, 
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Or wing'd with Feryor of her Love, ſhe's flown 
To her defired Poſthumus; gone ſhe is, 
To Death, or to Diſhonour, and my end 
Can make good uſe of either. She being down, 
I have the placing of the Britiſh Crowa. 
Enter Cloten. 
How now, my Son? 
Clor. *Tis certain the is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
This Night fore · ſtall him of the coming Day. [Exit Qu. 
Chee. love and hate her; for ſhe's fair and R15yal, 
And that ſhe hath all courtly Parts more exquiſite 
Than Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all Compounded 
Out- ſells them all; I love her therefore; but 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Poſthumus, flanders fo her judgment, 
That what's elſe rare, is choak'd; and in that poi it 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when Fool. 
Enter Piſanio. 
Who is here? What, are you packing, Sirra"? 
Come hither; Ah you precivus Pander, Villain, 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elie 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 
Pif. Oh, good my Lord. 
Clor. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter, 
I will not ask again. Cloſe Villain, 
II have this Secret from thy Heart, or rip 
Thy Heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumaus? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſcneſs, cannot 
A dram of Worth be drawn. 
Piſ. Alas, my Lord, 
Ho can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe miſs d? 
He is in Rome. 
Clor. Where is ſhe, Sir? Come nearer; 
No farther halting ; fatisfe me home, 
What is become ber. ; 
t Vor. VII. + P F. 
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Piſ. Oh. my all- worchy Lord! 

Clot. All- worthy Villain! 
Diſcover where thy Miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next Word; no more of worthy Lord, 
Speak, or thy Silence on the Inſtant is 
Thy Condemnation and thy Death. 

re b the Hiſtory of ledge 
This Paper is the Hi of my Know 
Touching her flight. 33 : 

Clot. Let's ſee't; I will purſue her 
Even to Anuguſiu? Throne. 

Piſ. Or this, or periſh. [ Aſode; 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 5 
May prove his Travel, not her Danger. 

- Ciot. Humh. 

Pic Vil write to my Lord ſhe is dead. Oh, Imogen, 
Safe may ſt thou wander, ſafe return again. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true? 

- Pif. Sir, as I think. 

Clot. It is Poſthumus s Hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou 
vrould'ſt not be a Villain, but to do me true Service; undergo 
thoſe Empleyments wherein I ſhould have Cauſe to uſe thee 
viith a {erious Induſtry, that is, what Villany ſoe er I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, I would think 
thee an honeſt Man; thou ſhouldſt neither want my Means 
tor thy Relief, nor my Voice for thy Preferment. 

Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou ſerve me? For fince patiently and con- 
flant!y thou haſt ſtuck to the bare Fortune of that Be 
Poſibumys, thou can't not in the Courſe of Gratitude, 
be a ciligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me? 

Fif. Sir, I will. 


Clot. Give me tay Hand, here's my Purſe. Haſt any of 


thy late Maſter's Garments in thy Poſſeſſion? 
Fiſ. I have, my Lord, at the Lodging, the ſame Suit he 
wore, when ke took leave of my Lady and Miſtreſs. 
Clo. The firſt Service thou doſt me, fetch that Suir hi- 
ther; let it be thy firſt Service, go. 
Piſ. | fha!l, my Lord. [ Exit. 
Cut. Meet thee at Milford Haven? I forgot to ask him 
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one thing, Il remember't anon; even there, thou Villain, 
Poſthnemus, will I kill thee. I would theſe Garments were 
come. She ſaid upon a time, the bitterneſs of it I now 
Belch from my Heart, that ſhe held the very Garment of 
Poſthumus, in more reſpect, than my Noble and Natural 
Perſon; with the adornment of my Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my Back will 1 raviſh her; firſt kill 
him; and in her Eyes —— there ſhall ſhe ſee my Valour, 
which will then be a torment to her Contempt. He on 
the Ground, my ſpeech of Inſultment ended on his dead 
Body, and when my Luft hath dined, which as I fay, to 
vex her, I will execute in the Cloaths that ſhe ſo prais'd; 
to the Court I'll knock her back, foot her home again. She 


hath deſpis d me rejoycingly, and I'll be merry in my 
Revenge. 


Enter Piſanio, with 4 Suit of Cloaths. 
Be thoſe the Garments? 
Piſ. Ay, my Noble Lord. 
Clot. How long is t ſince ſhe went to Milford Haven? 
Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 


Clot. Bring this Apparel ro my Chamber, that is the 


ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my n. Be but 
duteous, and nnn to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Milford, w Wings to 
follow it. Come and be true. Exit. 
"0 Piſ. Thou bidd'ſt me to my loſs: for true to thee, 
* Were to falſe, which 1 will never be, 
it To him that is moſt true. To Milferd go, 

And find not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow, flow, 
You 3 — on her: This Fool's ſpeed 
Be- croſt wi Labour be his meed. 


e 


[Exie. 


of 

he 

bi- Enter Imogen in Boys Cloaths. 
Imo. 1 ſee a Man's Lite is a tedious one, | 

xit I have tired my ſelf; and for two Nights together 

im Have made the Ground my Bed. I ſhould be ſick, 

one But that my Reſolution helps me; Milford, 

When from the Mountain top Ein thew'd thee, 
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Thou waſt within a Ken. Oh, „ think 

Foundations fly the wretched, fuch I mean, : 

Where they ſhou! d be relieved. Two told me, 

I could not miſs my way. Will poor Folks lie 

That have Afflictions on them, knowing tis 

A Puniſhment, or Trial? Yes; no wonder, 

When rich ones ſcarce tell true. To lapſe in Fulneſs 

Is ſorer, than to lye for Need; and Falſhood 

Is worſe in 3 than Beggars. My dear Lord, 

Thou art one ©'th* falſe ones; now I think on thee, 

My hunger s gone; but even before, I was 

Ary point to fink for Food. But what is this? [Seeing the Cave. 

Here is a Path to't tis ſome Savage hold; 

J were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet Famine 

Ere it clean o'er-throw Nature, makes i it valiant. 

Plenty and Peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs ever 

Of — — too Mother. j Ho! 2 —— s here? 

If any thing that's civil, if Sav 

Take, or A Ho! no rub then I' enter. 

Beſt draw my Sword; and if mine Enem 

But fear the Sword like me, he'll ſcarcely boek on't. 

Such a Foe, good Heay'ns. [She goes into the Cave. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You Polidore have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Mafter of the Feaſt; Cadwall and I 
Will play the Cook. and Servant, tis our match: 

The {weat of Induſtry would dry, and die 

But for the end it works to. Cone: our Stomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſavourly; Wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Finds the Down pillow hard. Now peace be here, 
Poor Houſe, that keeps thy ſelf. 

Gad. I am throughly weary. 

Arv. I am weak with Toil, yet wag in Appetite. 

Cuil. There is cold Meat i'th' R brouze on that 
Whilſt what we have kill'd be Cook'd. 

Bel. Stay, come not in —— [ Looking 0 
Put that it ears our Vicus, I ſhould think 
He were a Fairy. 

Guid. What's the matter, Sir? 


Bel. 
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Bel. By Jupiter an Angel! or if not, 
An . deg Behold Divineneſs 
No elder than a Boy. 
| Enter Imogen. 
Ino. Good Maſter, harm me not; 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd; and thought 
To have begg d, or bought, what I have tock Troth 
I have ſtoln nought, nor would not, though I found 
Gold ftrew'd i'th Floor. Here's Mony for my Meat, 
I would have left it on the Board ſo ſoon 
As I had made my Meal : And parted 
With Prayers for the Provider. 
Guid. Mony. Youth? 
Arv. All Gold and Silver rather turn to Dirt, 
As tis no better reckon d, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip. dirty Gods. 
Imo. | ſee you're angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my Fault, I ſhould 
Have dy'd, had | not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound ? 
Ino. To Milferd Hav en. 
Bel. What's your Name? 
Imo. Fidele Sir; I have a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy: He embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with Hunger, 
I] am faln in this Offence. 
Bel. Prithee, fair Youth, 
Think us no Churls; nor meaſure our good Minds 
By this rude Place we live in. Well-eacounter'd, 
*Tis almoſt Night, you ſhall have better Cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and cat it 
Boys, bid him welcome. 
Guid: Were you a Woman, Youth, 
I ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honeſty ; 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 
Arv. IIl make't my Comfort 
He is a Man, I'll love bim as my Brother: 
And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 
- After long Abſence, ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome: 


Be ſprightly, for you fall 4 Friends, 
3 
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Imo. Mongſt Friends, [Aſide. 

If Brothers: Would it had been ſo, that they 

Had been my Father's Sons, then had my Prize 

Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting 

To thee, Po 1 | 
Bel. He wrings at ſome Diſtreſs. 

Guid. Would 1 could free t. 
Arv. Or I, what Cer it be, 

What Pain it coſt, what Danger; Gods! 3 
Bel. Hark, Boys. [Whiſpering, 
Imo. Gieat Men 

That had 2 Court no bigger than this Cave, 

That did attend tkernſelves, and had the Virtue 

Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them; laying by 

That Nothing: giſt of differing Multitudes 

Could not out-piece theſe twain. Pardon me Gods, 

d change my Sex to be Companion with them, 

Since Leonatns is falle 
Bel. It ſhal! be fo: i 

Boys, well ga drefs our Hunt. Fair, you eome in; 

D.ſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ſupp'd' 

Weill mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 
Guid. Pray draw near. 
Aru. The Night to th' Owl, 

And Worn to th' Lark lefs welcome. 

%o Thanks; Sir. 


«11%. I pray draw near. Exeumt. 
SCENE V. Rome. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the Tenor of the Emperor's Writ ; 
That ſince the commen Men are now in Action 
*Gainſt the Pannoni ant, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wars againſt 
The fal'n- off Britain, that we do incite _ 
The Gentry to this Buſineſs. He creates e 
Lucius Pro- Conſul: And to you the Tribunes * 
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For this immediate Levy, he commands 
His abſolute Commiſſion. Long live Ceſar. 
Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces? 
2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 
1 Sen. With thoſe Legions 
Which 1 have ſpoke of, whereunto your 
Muſt be ſuppliant: the Words of your Commiſſion 
Will tie you to the Numbers and the Time 
Of their diſpatch. 


Tri. We will diſcharge our Duty. [Exenn!, 


Jr En CEE 


* 


ACT w. SCENE I. 
SCENE the Foreſt. 


Clot. I Am near to th' Place where they ſhould meet, if 

Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his Garments 
ſerve me! Why ſhould his Miſtreſs, who was made by him, 
that made the Tailor, not be fit too? The rather, ſaving 
reverence of the Word, for tis ſaid, a Woman's fitneſs comes 
by firs: Therein I muſt play the Workman, I dare ſpeak 
it to my ſelt, for it is Vain-glory for a Man his 
Glaſs, to cenfer in his own Chamber; I mean, the Lines of 
my Body are as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more 
ſtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, beyond him in the ad - 
vantage of the time, above him in Birth, alike converſant 
in general Services, and more remarkable in fingle i- 
ons ; yet this ĩmperſeverant Things loves bim in my deſpigbt. 
What Mortality is! Poſthromus, thy Head, which is now grow- 
ing upon thy Shoulders, ſhall within this Hour be off, thy 
Mittreſs enforc d, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy 
Face; and all this done ſpurn her home to her Father, who 
may, ha 4 a little angry but 
my Mother having power of his Teftineſs, ſhall turn all in- 


to my Commendations. My Horſe is ry'd up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a ſore purpoſe; Fortune put them into my 


P 4 Hand; 
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Hand ; this is the very deſcription of their meeting _ 
and the Fellow dares not deceive me. Exit, 
Enter Bellarius, iy og ewe and Imogen 

the Cave. 

Bel. You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. 

Arv. Brother, ſtay here: 
Are we not Brothers? 
Imo. So Man and Man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, | 
Whoſe Duſt is both alike. I am very fick. 

Guid. Go you to Hunting, I'll abide with him. 

Imo. So fick I am not, yet I am not well, 
But not ſo Citizen a wanton, as 
To ſeem to die, eer fick : So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courſe; the breach of Cuſtom, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no Comfort 


To one not ſociable: I am not very ſick, 


Since I can reaſon of it. Pray truſt me here, 
I'll rob none but my ſelf, and let me die | 
Stealing ſo poorly. | Lt: 1 

Grid, I love thee: I have ſpoke it, 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my Father. 

Bel. What? how ? how? 

Arv. If it be Sin to fay ſo, Sir, I yoak me 
In my Brother's Fault: I know not why 
I love this Youth, and I have beard you fay, 
Love's reaſon's without reaſen. The Bier at Door, 
And a demand who is't ſhall die, Id ay 
My Father, not this Youth. 

Bel. Oh noble Strain! 
O worthireſs of Nature, breed of Greatneſs! 
«« Cowards father Cowards, and baſe things Sire baſe: 
Nature hath Meal and Bran; Contempt and Grace. 
I'm not their Father, yet who this ſhould be | 
Doth Miracle it ſelf; lov'd before me! 
Tis the ninth Hour o th' Morn. 

r. Brother, farewel 
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Ino. 1 wiſh ye ſport. 
Arv. You heatth——$0 pleaſe you, Sir. [heard ! 
Imo. Theſe are kind Creatures. Gods, what Lies I have 
Our Courtiers ſay, all's f: 5 ſt Court : 
Experience, oh how thou diſprov'it Report. | 
— Seas breed Monſters; for the Diſh, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as ſweet Fiſh; 
I am fick ftill, heart-fick—— Piſani, 
Il now taſte, of thy Drug. [Drinks out of the Viol. 
Guid. I could not "ir him; 
He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Diſhoneſtl added. but yet honeſt. 
Arv. as did E me; yet ſaid, hereafter 
I might know more. 
Bel. To th' Field, to th' Field: 
We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reſt, 
Arv. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not fick, 
For you muft be our Houſewife. 
1 Well or ill, 
I am bound to you. [ Exit, 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This Youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears he bath had 
Good Anceſtors, 
Arv. How Angel: like he fings? 
Guid. But his neat Cookery ? 
Arv. He cut our Roots in Chracters, 
And fauc'd our Broth, IP Eben Gt 
And he her Dieter. 
Av. Nobly he '« oy 
A feniling with a h: as if the ſigh 
Was that it was, - not + bein eh a ſmile: 
The ſmile mocking the figh,, that it would fly 
From % divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Saflors'riil at. 
Guid. 1 do note, 
That Grief and Patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their Spurs together. 
Arv. Grow Patience, 
And ler the ſtinking Elder Greif, untwine | 
P 5 His 
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His periſhing Root, w'th the encreaſing Vine 
Bel. It is great Morning. Come away: who's there? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clot. I cannot find thoſe Runagates, that Villain 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runagates ! 
Means he not us? I partly know him; 
Cloten, the Son o th Queen; I fear Is ae 
I faw him not theſe many Years, and yet 
I know tis he: we are held as Out-laws; hence. 
Grid. He is but one; you, and my Brother Catch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 


Let me alone with him. ¶ Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus. 


Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus? Some Villain- Mountainers—— 
I have heard of ſuch. What Slave art thou? 
Guid, A thing 
More ſlaviſh did I ne'er, than anſwering 
A Slave without a knock. 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villain; yield thee, Thief. 


Guid. To whom? to thee ? what art thou? Have not! 


An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big? 


2 Dae Words 1 grant are for 1 wear not 
My Ur Say what thou art 
Why I ſhould yield to thee? 


Clot. Thou Villain baſe, 
Know'lt me not by my Cloaths? 
Guid. No nor thy Tailor, Raſcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather, he made thoſe Cloaths, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 
Clot. Thou precious Varlet! 
My Tailor made them nor. 
Guid, Henee then, and thank 
The Man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome Fool, 
I am loath to beat thee. 
Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my Name, and tremble: 
Suid. What's thy Name? a 
Cle, Cleten, thou Villain. er 


Fm 
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Grid. Cloten, thou double Villain be thy Name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
Twould move me ſooner. 
Cloe. To thy further Fear, 
Nay, to thy meer Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Son to th' Queen. 
Guid. I am ſorry for'c; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth, 
Clot. Art not afraid? 
Guid. Thoſe that Ireverence, thoſe I fear, the Wiſe ; 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clot. Die the Death: 
When I have ſlain thee with my proper Hand, 
Ill follow thoſe that ev'n now fled hence, 
And on the Gates of Lad's Town ſet your Heads; 
Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer. [ Fight and Exeumt. 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. 
Bel. No Company's abroad. 
Arv. None in the Word; you did miſtake him 1 
Bel. I cannot tell; long is it fince I faw him, | 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of Favour . 
Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his Voice, 
And burſt of {| ing were as his : I am abſolute 
*T'was very Cloten. | 
Arv. In this place we left them; 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
You ſay he is ſo fell. 
Bel. Being ſcarce made up, a 
I mean to Man; he had not apprehenon 
Of roaring Terrors; For defect * 
Is oft the cauſe of Fear. But ſee brother, 
| Enter Guiderius. 
Guid. This Clozen was a Fool, an empty Purſe, 
There was no Mony in't; Not Amend, 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had nore : 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as 1 do his. 
Bel. What haſt thou done? 
Guid. J am pected what; cut off one _Cloots,'s Head, 
Sea to the Queen, after his own report, 


Who 
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Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his own Hand he'd take us in, 

Diſplace our Heads, where, thanksto th' Gods, they grow, 
And ſet them on Lads Town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Guid. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe, 
Bu: that he {wore to rake, our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogant piece of Fleſh threat us? 
Play. Judge, and Executioner. all himſelf? 
For we do fear no Law. What Company 
Diſcover you abroad: | 

Bel. No ſingle Soul 
Can we ſet Eye on; but in all fafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Attendants. Though his Honour 
Was nothing bur mutation, ay and that 
From one bad thing to worſe; Not Frenzy, 

Not abſolute Madneſs could fo far have rav'd 
To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 
Cave * —_ — are 12 _ in Kay os 
May make ſome ftronger Head, the which he hearing, 
As 4 is like him, ab deck out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either ſo undertaking, 
Or they ſo ſuffering; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this Body hath a Tail 
More perilous than the Head. 
Arv. Let Ord'nance 
Come, as the Gods foreſay it, howſoc'er 
My Brother hath done well. 
Bel. 1 had no mind | 
To hunt this Day: The Boy Fidele's ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 
Gi. With his own Sword, | 
Which he did wave againſt my Throat, I have ta en 
His Hcad from him: Il throw't into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queen's Son, Cloten 
That's all 1 rex. ese 
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Bel. 1 fear *twill be reveng'd: | 
Would, Polidore, thou hadſt not don't: though Valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
Arv. Would I had done't, 
So the Revenge alone purſu d me: Polidore, 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this Deed; I would 
That poſſible Strength might meet, would ſeek us thro), 
And put us to our anſwer. 
Bel. Well, dis done: 
We'll hunt no more to Day, nor ſeek for Danger 
Where there's no Profit. I prithee to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: I'll ſtay 
Till haſty Polidore return, and bring him 
To Dinner preſently. 
Arv. Poor fick Fidele! 
II willingly to him; to gain his Colour 
I'd ler a Pariſh of ſuch Clotens Blood, 
And praiſe my ſelf for Charity. | [ Ex#, 
Bel. O thou Goddeſs, | 
Thou divine Nature! thy ſelf thou blazon'ft 
In theſe two Princely Boys: they are as gentle 
As Zephyrs blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet Head; and yet, as h, 
Their Royal Blood enchat'd, as the rud'ſt Wind, 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him ſtoop to th* Vail, *Tis wonder 
That an inviſible Inſtinct ſhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, 
Civility not ſeen from other; Valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow'd: yet till its ſtrange 
What Clotex's being here to us portends, 
Or what his Death will bring vs. 
Enter Guiderius. 
Guid. Where's my Brother? 
I have ſent Claten's Clot-pole down the Stream, 
In Embaſſie to his Mother; his Body's Hoſtage 
For his Return. [ Solemm Muſick, 
Bel. My ingenious Inſtrument, 
Hark 
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Hark Polidore, it ſounds : But what occaſion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? Hark. 
Guid. Is he at Home? 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Guid. What does he mean ? 
Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn wary moe? = matter ? 
Triamphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 
Is Talley for Apes, and Grief for Boys. 
Is Cadwall mad ? 
. dead, bearing her in his | 


Bel. Look, here he 4 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Arms, 5 
Of what we blame him for. 
Arv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixteen Years of Age, to lixty ; 
To have turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 
Grid. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly! 
My Brother wears thee not one half ſo well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thy ſelf. 
Bel. Oh Melancholly, 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom ? Find 
The Ooze, to ſhew what Coaſt thy ſluggiſh care 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in! Thou bleſſed thing. 
Jove knows what Man thou might'ſt hive made: but ah! 
Thou dy dſt, a moſt rare Boy, of Melancholly, 
How found you him? 
Arv. Stark, as you fee: 
Thus —_—_— fore Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death's Dart belag laugh d at» his right Cheek 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion. 
Sui. Where? | 
Arg. 1 Floor: Red, 
His Arms I 9 he „and 
My clouted Brogues 11 oft my — = 
Anſwer'd my Steps too loud, 
Cuil. 
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Guid. Why, he but ſleeps; 
If he be gone Nel make his Grave a Bed; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee, 

Arv. With faireſt Flow'rs, 
Whilſt Summer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 
Ill ſweeten thy fad Grave: thou ſhalt not lack 
The Flow'r that” s like thy Face, pale Primroſe; nor 
The azur'd Hare Bell, like thy Veins; no nor 
The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not to ſlander, 
Out- ſweetn d not thy Breath: the Raddock would 
With charitable Bill (Oh Bill fore ſhaming 
Thoſe rich- left Heirs, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd Moſs beſides. When Flow'rs are none 
To Winter thy coarſe —— 

Guid. Prithee have . 
And do not y in Wench-like words with that 
mn is ſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 

with Admiration, what 

wn Debt. To th' Grave. | 
y. where ſnall's lay him? 
per Emriphile, our Mother. 


gh now our Voices 
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Veen i, you took his Life, as being our Foe, 
m, as a Prince. 
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web: thee fetch him hither. 
y is as good as Ajax, 


— — are alive. 


Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll ay ond 
Guid. Nay, 


the whilſt: Brother 


My Father ith a reaſon for t. 


Arv. Tis true. 


Guid. — thed, rad remove bias. © 
Arv. So, begin. 


Guid. Fear no more the Lightning 
Arv. Nor th all dreaded . 
Guid. Fear no Slander, Cenſure raſh. 
Arv. R frees 


Both. AU Lover s 
Conſign to 1 to 2 


8 O N 6. 


* Fear no more the Heat oth Sun, 
Nor he furious Winters rages, 
mo Sb 7. 
Home art gone, and take thy Wages, 
26 ne ts. - 
As Chimney Sweepers come t0 
Arv. Fear th more the None HV Gree, 
Thou art paſt the Tyrant ſtroke, 
Care no more to Cloath and Eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Learning, Phyſick 
All fol this and and come to 


Guid. No Exorciſer harm thee. 
Arv. Nor no Witchcraft charm thee, 


Guid. Ghoft wnlaid for 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee. 
Both. 25 


bear thee, 


. 


And renowned be thy Grave. 
Enter Bellarins with the Body of . 


Guid. We have done our Obſequies: 


"ore maſt N. Head to ih Eaft, 


2 


Come 
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Come lay him down. | : 
Bel. Here's a fe Flow'rs, but about Midnight more; 
The Herbs that have on them cold Dew o' th' Night 
Are ſtrewings fitr'ſt for Graves: upon their Faces 
You were as Flow'rs, now wither'd; even ſo 
Theſe Herbelets ſha!l, which we upon you ſtrew. 
Come on, away, apart upcn our Knees — _ 
The Ground that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Their Pleaſures here are paſt, ſo are their Pain. ¶ Exeumt. 
Imogen wales. 
Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way? —— 
I thank you---by yond Buſh---pray how far thither? —— 
'Ods pittikins — can it be fix Mile yet? 
I have gone all Night ——faith, I'll lye down and ſleep. 
Bur ſoft! no Bedfelluw ! Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes! 
| [Seeing the Body. 
The Flow'rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 
This bloody Man the care on't. I hope I dream; 
For ſo I thought I was a Cave-keeper, 
And Cook to honeſt Creatures. But tis not fo: 
"Twas but à bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fomes. Our very Eyes, 
Are ſometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith} 
] tremble till with Fear; but if there be 
Vet left in Heav'n, as ſmall a drop of Pit 
As a Wren's Eye: fear'd Gods! a part of it! 
The Dream's here ſtill; even when l wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, fel:. 
A headleſs Man! The Garments of Poſlhumus ? 
I know the ſhape of's Leg, this is his Hand, 
His Foot Mercurial, his ial , 
The Brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial Face | 
Murther in Heav'n!-.-- How l. tis gone Piſanio !---< 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou 
Conſpir d with that irregulous Devil Cloten, 
Have here cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Piſanio 
Hath with his forged Letters damn d Piſan io 
From this molt braveſt Veſſel of the World | 1 
Struc 
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Struck the main top! Oh Poſthumus, alas, 
Where is thy Head? where's that? Ay me, where's that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the Heart. 
And left his Head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio! —— 
*Tis he and Cloten. Malice and Lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And ial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to th' Senſes? that confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten: Oh! 
Give colour to my pale Cheek with thy Blood, 
That we the borrider may ſeem to thoſe 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Euer Lucius, Captains, and a Soothſayer. 
Cap. To them, the Legions garriſon d in Gallia 
After your Will, have croſs'd the Sea, attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your Ships: 
| are in readineſs. 
Luc. But what from Rome? 
| Cap. The Senate hath ſtirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of 1:aly, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold Lachimo, 
Senna s Brother. 
Luc. When expect you them? 
Cap. With the next benefit o th Wind. 
Luc. This forwardneſs 
Makes our | fair. Command our preſent numbers, 
Be muſtered, bid the Captains look tot. Now, Sir, 
What have you dream'd of late of this War's ? 
Sooth. Laſt Night the Gods ſhew'd me a Viſion 
(I faſt, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus: . 
I ſaw Fove's Bird, the Roman ing'd 
From the 8 ngy South, to this part of Weſt, 
There vaniſh'd in the Sun-beams, which portends, 
Unleſs my Sins abuſe my Divination, 
Succeſs to th' Roman Holt, 
Luc. Dream often fo, | 
And never falſe. Soft ho, what Trunk is here? 
Without his Top? the Ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 
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It was a worthy Building. How! à Page! — 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him? but dead rather: 
For Nature doth abhor to make his Bed 
With the defun&, or ſleep upon the dead. 
Let's ſee the Boy's lar 
Cap. He's alive, m ny Lone 
Lac. He'll then in rut us of his Body. Young one, 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded: Who is this 


Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow? Or who was be 


That, — than noble Nature did, 
Hath alter d that good Picture? What's thy Intereſt 
In this ſad Wrack? How came't? Who is't? 
What art thou? 
Imo. I am nothing; or if not, 
1 to be, were better: This was my Maſler, 
That lere by 'Brizain, and a good, 
Mountainers lyes ſlain: Alas! __ 
There are — more ſuch Maſters: 1 may wander 
From Eaſt to SDA cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good, ſerve truly, never 
Find d ich another Maſter 
Luc. Lack, good Youth ! | 
Thou rhorRt noel wit th com ail, thin _ 
Thy Maſter in yn his Name, © good Friend, 
Imo. Rithard du l 105 lye, 4— 1 
No harm by it, dane the Gods hear, 1 [ Aſide; 
They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir? 
Luc. Thy Name? 
— Then dof 3 by gab be be 
Luc. T t g me; 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith, thy Fai! mT Nam: . 
Wilt take thy change with me? 1 will nor ſay 
Thou ſhalt 6 ſo well maſter d, but be ſure 
No leſs belov d. The Roman Emperor's Letters 
Sent by a Conſul to me, ſhould no ſooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Ins. lll follow, Sir. firſt, . 
Tl hide my Maſter from the Flies as 
As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: And when 


With 
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Wich wild Wood. leaves and Weeds I ha' ſtrew'd his Grave, 
And on it faid a Century of Pray'rs, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, III Weep, and Sigh, 
And leaving fo his Service, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. 
Laus Ay, Youth, 
And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee. My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly Duties: Let us 
Find out the prettieſt Dazicd-plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave; come, Arm him: Boy, he is preferr'd 
By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 
Some falls are means the bappier to ariſe. Exeumt. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſan io. 
Cym. Again; and bring me word how 'tis with ber: 
A Fever with the Abſence of her Son; 
A Madneſs, of which her Life's in danger; Heav ns! 
How deeply you at once do touch me. 7 
The great Part of my Comfort, gone! My Qucen 
Upon a dares and in a Time 
When fearful Wars point at me! Her Son gone, 
So 88 for this Neat It trikes me, paſt 
Hope of Cope rt. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who ws needs muſt know of her Departure, and 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, wes inforce it from thee 
By a ſharp Torture. | 
Pif. Sir, my Life is yours, 
I humbly fer it at your will: But for my „Mitre. 
I nothing know where ſhe remains; gh 52 
Nor whea ſhe purpoſes return. Highneſs, 
Hold me your Loyal Servant. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
The Day that ſhe was miſſing, he was here ; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 


All Parts of his Subjection loyal 12 | 
There wants no Are in ſeeking Kitm , 


And 
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And will no doubt be found. 
Om. The time is troubleſome ; 
ov flip you for a Seaſon, but with Jealouſic 
8 yet * 
Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with large Supply 
Of Foman Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. 
Om. Now for the Counſel of my Son and Queen: 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
Your Preparation can affront no leſs 
Than what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you're ready ; 
The want is, but to put theſe Powers in Motion, 
That long to move. 
* — thank you; let's withdraw 
meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
What cin from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at Chances here. Away. [Exennt, 
Piſ. I heard no Letter from my Maſter, fince 
I wrote him Imogen was ſlain. Tis ftrange ; 
Nor hear I from my Miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often Tidings. Neither know 1 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain | 
Perplext in all. The Heav'ns ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein 1 am falſe, I am honeſt; not true, to be true. 
Theſe preſent Wars fhall find 1 love my Country, 
Even to the Note o'th*King, or I'll fall in them; 
All other Doubts, by time let them be clear d, 


Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not ſteer d. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE UI. The Foreft. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Guid, The Noiſe is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. | 
Arv. What Pleaſure, Sir, find we in Life, to lock it 


From Action, and Adventure? 
Guid. Nay, what Hope 


Ha ve 
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Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muſt, or for Britains {lay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their Uſe, and ſlay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the King's Party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's Death, we being not known, nor muſter'd 
Among the Bands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd: And fo extort from's that 


Which we have done, whoſe Anſwer would be Death 


Drawn on with Torture. 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
In ſuch a Time, nothing becoming you, 
Nor fatisfying us. * 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they bear the Roman Horſes neigh, 
Behold their — 5 Fires, have both their Eyes 
And Ears ſo cloy d importantly as now. 
That they will waſte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the Army; many Years, 


From my Remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Hath not deſery'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who find in my Exile the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of this hard Life, aye hopeleis 
To have the Courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be ſtill hot Summer's Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

Guid. Than be ſo, 
Better to ceaſe to be; pray, Sir, to th' Army; 
I, and my Brother are not known; your ſelf 
So out of Thought, and thereto ſo o'cr-grown, 
Cannot be queſtion d. 

Arv. By this Sun that ſhines 
Pl thither; what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee Man die, ſcarce ever look'd on Blocd, 
But that of coward Hares, hot Goats and Veniſon? 


Never 


* 


Though Cloten then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
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Never beſtride a Horſe fave one, that had 

A Rider like my ſelf, who ne er wore 

Nor Iron on his Heel? I am aſham'd 

To look u the holy Sun, to have 
The Benet of his bien Beams, remaining 


3 poor unknown. 

Guid. By Heav'ns I'll go 

If you will bleſs me, Sir, T nd 0 wi 
u will 


I'll take the better care; but i 


The hazard — er 1 
The Hands of Romans, 


Arv. So ſay I, Amen. 
Bel. No Reaſon 1, fince of your Lives you fee 
So light a Valuation, ſhould reſerve 
My crack d one to more care. Have with you, Boys. 
If in your Country Wars you chance to die, 
That is my Bed too, Lads, and there Il lye. 
Lead, lead; the Time ſeems long, their Blood thinks Scorn 
Til it Ke out, and thew them Princes born. [Exennt. 


5 


ACT V. SCENE l. 


SCENE A Field between the Britiſh and Ro- 
man Camps. 


Enter Poſthumus with a bloody Handkerchief. 


ref. VE A bloody Cloth, I'll keep thee; for I am wiſht 


Thou houle'tbe colour'd thus. You married ones, 
If each of you would take this Courſe, how many 
Muſt murther Wives much better than themſelves 
For wrying but a little? Oh Piſanio ! 
Every Servant does not all commands 
No Bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods! if you 
Should have ta'en V on my Faults, I never 


Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you ſaved 


The noble Imogen to repent, and ftrook 
Me, Wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But 


, alack 
You ſnatch from hence tor little Fauits; that's love 
| To 
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To have them fall no more; you ſome permit 

To ſecond ills with ill-, each worſe than other, 
And make them dread it, to the Doers thrift ; 

But Imogen is your own, do your beſt Wills, 

And make me bleſt to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th italian Gentry, and to fight 

Againſt my Lady's Kingdom; tis enough 

That, Britain, 1 hive kill'd thy Miſtreſs: Peace, 

Vil give no Wound to thee; therefore, good Heav'ns, 
Hear patiently my Purpoſe. Ill diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian Weeds, and ſuit my ſelf 

As do's a Britain Peazant? fo I'll fight 

Againſt the Part I come with; fo I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my Life 

Is every Breath, a Death; and thus 

Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peril 

My ſelf I'll dedicate. Let me make Men know 
More Valour in me, than my Habit's ſhow ; 
Gods, put the ſtrength o'th' Leonati in me; 

To ſhame the Guiſe o'th' World, I will begin, 
The Faſhion leſs without, and more within. [Exit, 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman Army at one Door; 

and the Britain Army at another: Leonatus Poſthumus 
following like a poor Soldier. They march over, and go 
out. Then enter again in Skirmiſh lachimo, and poſt- 
humus * vanquiſheth and diſarmeth lachimo, and then 


Lach. The heavineſs and guilt within my Boſom 
Takes off my Manhood; 1 have bely'd a Lady, 
The Pri of this Country; and the Air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me: Or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Nature's, have ſubdu'd me 
In my Profefizon ? Knighthoods, and Honows born, 
As I wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; 
If that thy Gentry, Britain, go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the cdds 


Is, that we ſcarce are Men, and you are Gods. [ Exit. 
The 
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The Battel continues, the Britains fly, Cymbeline is taken; 
Then enter to his reſcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arvi- 


ragus. 


Bel. Stand, ſtand, we have the Advantage of the Ground, 


That Lane is Guarded: Nothing routs us, but 
The Villany of our Fears. 
Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand and Fight. 


Enter Polthumus, and Second: the Britains. They Reſcue 


Cymbeline, and Exemunt. 
Then enter Lucius, lachimo, and Im 


ogen. 
Luc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and ſave thy ſelf; 


For Friends kill Friends, and the Diſorder's ſuch 
As War were hood-wink'd. 
Iach. Tis their freſh Supplies. 
Luc. NN d ſtrangely; or betimes 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. 
Enter Poſthumus, and 4" Britain Lord. 


[ Exermt, 


Log Cam'ſt thou from where they made the Rand? 


oft. 1 did. 
Though you i ſeems came from the Fliers. 


” No blame to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the Heav'ns fo ht: the King himſelf 
Of his Wings deſtitute, the Army bro 
And but the Backs of Britains . all fl ing 


Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the T with Qaughtring, having Work 
More plentiful, than Tools to dot, uck down 


Some mortally, ſome lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
h fear, that the ſtraight Paſs was damm'd 


Meerly 


Wich dead Men, durt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame. 
Lord. Where was this Lane? 


Poſt. Cloſe by the Battel, ditch'd, and wall'd with Turf, 


Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, 
An honeſt one I warrant, who deſery'd 

in dong tha fo I ey gone to, 
n doing t s ping Lac wart Lane, 


more like to run 
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With Faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 
Than thoſe for Preſervation cas'd, or Shame, 
Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britains Hearts die flying, not our Men, 
To darkneſs fleet Souls that fly backwards; ſtand, 
Or we are Remans, and will give you that 
Like Beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may fave 
But to loak back in front: Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in a& as many; 
For three Performers are the File, when all <p 
The reſt do nothing. With this Word Stand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the place; more Charming | 
With their own nobleneſe, which could have turn'd 
A Diſtaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks; 
Part ſhame; part Spirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd Co 
Bur by Example (Oh a Sin in War, | 
Damn'd in the firft Beginners) gan to look 
The way that they. did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the pikes of th' Hunters. Then began 
A ſtop i'th' Chaſer, a Retire; anon 
A Rout, confuſion thick. Forthwith they flic 
Chickens, the way which they ftoop'd Eagles: Slaves 
The ftrides the Victors made; and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The Life o'th* need; having found the back door open 
Of the unguarded Hearts, Heay'ns, how they wound, 
Some ſlain before, ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
Cer-born i'th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, | 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of rwenty; 
Thoſe that would die or cer reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal Bugs o th Field. 

Lord. This was a ſtrange chance; 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two Boys. 

Poſt, Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things your hear, 
Than to work any. Will you Rhime vpcn't, 
And vent it for Mock'ry? Here is one: 
« Two Boys, an old Man twice a Boy, a Lane, 
« Preſerv/d the Britains, was the Romans banc; 

Lord, Nay, be not angry, Sir. | 


Tat. 
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Poſt. Lack, to what end? 
Who dares not ſtand his Foe, I'll be his Friend; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, ; 
I know he'll quickly fly my Friendſhip too. 
You have put me into Rhyme. 

Lord Farewel, you're angry. Exit. 
Poſe. Still going? this is a Lord; oh noble Miſery 
To be i'th* Field, and ask what News of me; | 

To day, how many would haye given their Honours 
To have ſav d their Carkaſſes? took heel to do't, 
And yet died to. 1, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him vrhere he ſtrook. Being an ugly Monſter, 
"Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 
Sweet Words; or hath more Miniſters than we 
That draw his Knives i'th* War. Well I will find him; 
For being now a Favourer to the Britain, 
No more a Britam, I have reſum'd again 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall 
Once touch my Shoulder. Great the Slaughter is 
Here made by th' Roman; great the anſwer be, 
Britains muſt take. For me, my Ranſom's Death, 
On either fide I come to ſpend my Breath; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear agen, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 
Enter two Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be pais'd, Lucius is taken. 
"Tis thought the old Man, and his Sons, were Angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth Man, in a filly Habit, 
That gave th' Aﬀront with them. | 

1 Cap. So tis reported; 
But none of em can be fonnd. Stand, who's there? 


1 Roman, 
W not now been drooxi if Seconds 
Had anſwer'd him. * _ 7, 
2 Cap. Lay Hands on him; a Dog, 

A Leg 5 — W to tell 

t Crows have 'd them here; he his Service 
As if he were of Note; 1 to cb Kia 

2 


Peſts 


Enter 
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Enter Cymbeline, Rellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſanio, 
and Roman Captives. Ihe Captains preſent Poſthumus 
to Cymbeline, who delivers him. over to a Goaler. 


SCENE II. A Prifos. 


Enter Poſthumus, and two Goalers. 


1 Goal. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, you have locks upon you; 
So graze, as you find Paſture, 
2 Goal. Ay, or a Stomach. [Exennt Goalers. 
Poſt. Moſt welcome Bondage; for thou art a way, 
I think, to Liberty; yet am I better 
Than one that's fick o'th* Gout, fince he had rather 
Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
By th' ſure Phyfician, Death; who is the Key 
I unbar theſe Locks. My Conſcience, thou art ſetter d 
More than my Shanks, and Wriſts; you good Gods give me 
The penitent Inſtrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Is't enough I am ſorry? 
So Children temporal Fathers do a * 
Gods are more full of Merey. Muſt I repent, 
J cannot do it better than in Gyves, 
Defir'd, more than conſtrain d; te ſatisfie 
If of my Freedom tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my All. 
I know you are more clement than vile Men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement; that's not my Deſire, 
For - Imogen's dear Life, take mine, and t 
Rt, not fo dear, yet tis a Life; — coin d it; 
ween Man, and Man, weigh not every ſtamp; 
h light, take Riess or the Figure fate, , 
You rather, mine being yours; and fo, great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this Life, 
And cancel thoſe old Bonds. Oh Imogen! 
III ſpeak to thee in ſilence. [He ſleeps. 


Solemn 
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Solemn ck: Enter asin an Apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 
_ #_ Poſthumus, an old Man, attired like 4 Warrior. 
leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, his Wife, and Mo- 
ther to Poſthumus, with Muſick before them. Then after 
other Muſick, follow the two Leonati, Brothers to 

died in the Wars. They 


young 
Poſthumus, with Wounds as they 7 
circle Poſthumus round as he lyes ſleeping. 


Sici. No more thou Thunder- Maſter 
Shew thy ſpite, on mortal Flies: ; 
With Mars fall out, with Juns chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well, 
Whoſe Face | never ſaw? 
I dy'd whilſt in the Womb he ſtay'd, 
Attending Nature's Law. | 
Whoſe Father then, (as Men report, 
Thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou ſhould'f have been, and ſhiclded him 
From his Earth-vexing Smart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my Throes, 
That from me was P ript, 
Came crying 'mongſt his Foes. 
A thing of pity. | 
Sici. Great Nature, like his Anceſtry, 
Moulded the ſtuff fo fair; 
That he deſerv'd the praiſe o'th* World, 
As great Sicilius Heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for Man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could ftand up his Parallel, 
Or Rival Object be, 
In Eye of Imogen, that beſt | ) 
Could deem his Dignity? * 
Moth. With iage therefore was h: mockt 
To be cxil'd, thrown 
From Leomati Seat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one: 


Sweet Imogen ! 


Q 3 Sici. 
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Sici. Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 
Slight thing of Tay, 
To taint his Heart and Brain 
With needleſs Jealoufie, 
And to become the and ſcorn 
O'th* other's Villany ? 
2 Bro. For this, from ſtiller Seats we came, 
Our Parents, and us twain, 
That ſtriking in our Country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were ſlain, 
Our Fealty. and Tenantius right, 
With Honour to maintain. 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 
To Cymbelme perform'd ; 
Then Fupiter thou King of gods, 
Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd, 
The Graces for his Merits due, 
Being all to doleurs turn'd? 
Sici. Thy Cryſtal Window ope; look out; 
No longer exerciſe, 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harſh 
And — injuries. 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our Son is good, 
Take off is Miliries. | 
Sici. Peep through thy Marble Manfion, kelp, 
Or we poor Ghoſts will cry 
To th wwe Ae of the reſt, 
Againſt thy Deity. 
2 Breth. Help, Fupiter, or we appeal, 
And from thy Juſtice flie. P 1 
iter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning. ſitting ufon an Eagle; 
Ly wer car Thunder bolt. The Ghoſh fall on af a Knees. 
uit. No more you Spirits of Region low | 
* our — 1 dare you Ghoſts 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt, you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts, 
Poor ſhadows of Elizium, hence and reſt 
Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents appreſt, | 
No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. 


Whom 
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Whom beſt I love, I croſs; to make my Gift, 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift : 
His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are ſpent; 
Our Jevial Star reign'd at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married: Rife, and fade, 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his Affliction made. 
This Tablet lay upon his Breaſt, wherein ¶ Jup. drops a Tablet. 
Our Pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And ſo away: no farther with your din 
Expreſs Impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine; 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. [ Aſcends. 
Sici. He came in Thunder, his Cceleſtial Breath 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell ; the holy Engle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us: his Aſcention is 
More {weet than our bleſt Fields; his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal Wing, and cloys his Beak, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 
A. Thanks, Jupiter. 
Sici. The Marble Pavement cloſes he is enter d 
His radient Roof: Away, and to be bleſt 
Let us with care perform his great beheſt. [Vaniſk. 
Pat. Sleep thou haſt been a Grandſire, and begot 
A Father to me: and thou haſt created | 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But, oh ſcorn! 
Gone — they went from hence ſo ſoon as they were born 
Aud fo I am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On Greatneſs Favour, Dream as I have done, 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I ſwerve: 
. Many Dream not to find, neither deſerve, 
And yet are ſteep'd in Favours; ſo am 1 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 
What Fairies haunt this Ground? a Book! Oh rare one! 
Be not, as is our fangled World, a Garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moſt unlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promiſe. * 


Q 4 | Reads. 
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WW as the Lion 2 n l Nr doe 
out ſeeking find 7 S hall 7 

Air; And 4 ſtately Cedar 

which bei port oe — ſhall 1 ** Au of 

to the old Stock, feſpi ſhly grow, then ſhall Poſt — 

2 Miſeries, Brita in be Fortunate, flouriſh in Peace 

P 

"Tis ill, Dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as Mad-men 

2 „and Brain not: Tis either both, or nothing; 
enſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 

2 Senſe cannot untie. But array it is, | 

The Action of my Life is like it, which I'll keep 

It but for Sympathy. 


Enter Goaler. 

Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for Death ? 

Poſt. Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago. 

Goa. Hanging is the Word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cookt. 

Poſt. So if I prove a good repaſt to the Spectators, the 
Diſh pays the ſhot, 

Goa. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: butthe comfort is, 
vou ſhall be called to no more payments, fear no more Ta- 
vera Bills, whichare often the 2 idneſi of parting, as the pro- 
curing ot mir: h; you came in taint for want of meat, depart 
reeling with too much Drink; ſorry that you have paid too 
much, and ſorry that you are paid too much; Purſe and 
Brain, both empty; the Brain the heavier. for being too 
light; the Purſe i too light, being drawn of heavincſ. Oh, 
of this contradiction you ſhall now be quit: Oh the charity 
of a penny Cord, it ſums up thouſands in a trice; you have 
no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it; of what's paſt, is, 
and to come, thediſcharge; your Neck, Sir, is Pen, Book, 
and Counters; ſo the Acquittance follows. 

Poſt. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Goa. Indeed, Sir, he that ſleeps, feels not the Tooth - Ache: 
but a Man that were to ſleep your Sleep, aud a Hangman to 


help him to Bed, I think he would places with his 
— for look you, Sir, on know not which way you 
89. 


Poft 
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Poſt. Yes indeed do I, Fellow. 
' Goa. Your Death has Eyes in's Head then; I have not 
ſeen him fo pictur d: you muſt either be directed by ſome 
that take upon them to know, or to take upon your af that 
which I am ſure you do not know; or lump the after · en- 
quiry on your own peril; and how you ſhall ſpeed in your 
Journies end, | think you'll return never to tell one. 

Poſt. 1 tell thee, Fellow, there are none want E to 
direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and 
will not uſe them. 

Goa. Whar an infinite mock is this, that a Man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of Eyes, to ſeek the way of blindneſs: I am 
ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
o 06 Ran 0 bring your Priſoner to 


King. . 
Poſt. Thou bring'ſt good News, I am call'd to be made free. 

Goa. I'll be hang'd then, 
Pot. Thou ſhaltbethen freer than a Goaler : no Bolts for 
the Dead. [ Exermt. 
Goa. Unleſs a Man would marry a Gallows, and beget 
oung Gibbets, I never ſa one ſo prone. Vet on my Con- 
4 there are verier Knaves deſu e to live, for all he be 
a Roman: and there be ſome of them too that die againſt 
their Wills; ſo ſhould l, if I were one. I would we were 
all of one Mind, and one Mind good; O there were deſola- 
tion of Goalers and Gallowſes; I ſpeak againſt my preſent 
Profit, but my Wiſh hath a preſerment in't. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Cymbeline's Tent. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſanio, 
and Lords. 


Stand by my fide, you, whom the Gods have made 
Preiervers of my Throne: Wo is my Heart, 
That the poor Soldier that fo richly fought, 
Whoſe Rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whole naked Breaſt 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 

Qs Bel. 
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Bel. 1 never ſaw Sp 
Such noble Fury in ſo poor a Thing: 


Such precious Deeds, in one that promis'd nought 
Bur and poor Looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him? 

Pi. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead, and living, 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my Grief, I am 
The Heir of his Reward, which 1 will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Brita, 

a [To Bell. Guid. and Arvirag. 
By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it. 
Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
Ualeſs I add, we are honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your Knees, | 
Ariſe my Knights o'ib' Bartel, I create you 
Companions to our Perſon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eftates. 

Euer Cornelius and Ladies. 
There's Buſineſs in theſe Faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victory? you look like the Romans, 
And not of th' Court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great King; | 
To ſour your Happinels, I muſt report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worſe than a Phyſician 
Would this Report become; but I conſider, 

My Med'cine Life may be prolong'd, yet Death 
Will ſeize the Doctor too. How ended ſhe? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her ſelf, 
Which, being cruel to the World, concluded | 
Moſt cruel to her ſelf. What ſhe conteſt, 

I will report ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her Women 
Can trip me, if l err; who with wet Checks 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 

Om. Prithee ſay. 

Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs d ſhe never loy'd you; only 

| A 
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AﬀeRed Greatneſs got by you, not you: 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your Place, 
Abhorr'd your Perſon. 
Cym. She alone knew this: 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed. 
Cor. Your Daughter, whom ſhe bore in Hand to love 
With ſuch Integrity, ſhe did confeſs, 
Was a Scorpion to her fight, whoſe Life, 
But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by Poiſon. ' 
Cyr. O moſt delicate Fiend! 
Who is't can read a Woman? is there more ? 
Cor. More, Sir, and worſe. She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took, 
Should by the minute feed on Life, and lingring, 
By Inches waſte you. In which time, ſhe purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 
O'ercome you with her ſhew: yes, and in time, 
When ſhe had fitted you with her Craft, to work 
Her Son into th' Adoption of the Crown: 
But failing of her End by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſs deſperate, open'd, in deſpight 
Ot Heav'n, and Men, her purpoſes: repented 
The Evils ſhe hatch'd, were not effected: fo 
Deſpairing, dy d. 
Cym. Heard you all this, her Women? 
Lady. We did, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs. 
Om. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful 
Mine Ears that heard her Flattery, nor my Heart, 
That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been vicious 
To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my Daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'lt ſay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all. 
Euter Lucius, lachimo, and other Roman Priſoners, Leonz- 
tus behind, and Imogen. 
Thou com ſt not, Caius, no for Tribute, that 
The Britains have rac'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold one; whoſe Kinſmen have made re 
. , ® T t 
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That their Souls may be appeas'd, with ſlaughter 
Of you 22 which our ſelf have granted, 

So think of your Eſtate. 

Luc. Contider, Sir, the chance of War; the Day 
Was yours by Accident: had it gone with us, 

We ſhould not when the Blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But ſince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our Lives 
May be call'd Ranſome, let it come: ſufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Roman's Heart can ſuffer: 
Auguſtus lives to think on't ; and ſo much 
For my peculiar Care. This one thing only 
I will entreat, my Roy, a Britain born, 
Let him be ranſom'd : never Maſter had 
A Page ſo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his Occaſions, true, 
So feat, ſo Nurſe-like; let his Virtue join 
With my Requeſt, which I'll make bold, your Highneſs 
Cannot deny: he hath done no Britain harm, 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And {pare no Blood beſide. 
Cym. I have ſurely ſeen him; 
His Fayour is familiar to me: Boy, : 
Thou haſt look d thy ſelf into my grace, 
And art mine own, I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To fay, live Boy: ne'er thank thy Maſter, lire; 
And ask of C;mbeline what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my Bounty, and thy ſtate, 1'il give it: 
Yea, though thou do demand a Priſoner, 
The Nobleſt ta'en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your Hi 

Luc, I do not bid thee beg my Life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, lack, 
There's other work in Hand; I ſee a thi 2 
Bitter to me as Death; your Life, goed Maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for it ſelf. 

Lac. The Boy diſdains me, 

He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their 
T hat place them on the truth of Guls, and Boys, 


\. 
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Why ftands he ſs perplext? 

Om. What wouldft thou, Boy? 

I love thee more and more: think more and more, 
What's beſt to ask. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 

Imo. He is a Roman, no more Kin to me, 

Than I to your Highneſs, who being born your Vaſſal 
Am ſomething nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore eye'ſt thou him fo? 

Imo. I tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my Heart, : 

And lend my beſt Attention. What's thy Name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. A 

Om. Thou'rt m Youth, m , 
In be thy Maſter: u me. l per 

Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death? 

Av. One Sand another 
Not more reſemble: that ſweet Roſie Lad, 

Who dy'd, and was Fidele: what think you? 
- Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſee be Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike: were't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. * 

Guid. But we ſaw him dead. 

Bel. Be ſilent: let's fee further. 

Piſ. It is my Miſtreſs: [ Aſide, 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, ; 
To good, or bad. 

Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our fide, 
Make thy Demand aloud. Sir, ſtep you forth, [To Iacb. 
Give anſwer to this Boy, and do it freely, a 
Or by our Greatneſs, and the grace of it 
Which is our Honour, bitter Torture ſhall 

Winnow the Truth from Falſhood. On, ſpeak to him, 

Imo. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Pot. What's that to him? 


Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, ſay 
How came it yours? 


Lach, 
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Iach. Thou lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. 

Cym. How? me? 

Iach. I am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that 
Which torments me to conceal. By Villany | 
I got this ay. 'rwas Leonatns Jewel, + ſthee, 
Whom thou didſt baniſh: and, which more may grieve 
As it doth me, a Nobler Sir ne'er liv'd 
*Twixt Sky and Ground. Wilt thou hear more, my Lord? 

. all that belongs to this. 

lach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, 
For whom my Heart drops Blood, and my falſe Spirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave, I faiut — [Swounds. 

Cym. My Daughter, what of ber? Renew thy Strength, 
T had rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, | 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive Man, and ſpeak. 

Iach. Upon a time, unhappy was the Clock 
That ftruck the Hour, it was in Reme, accurs d 
The Manſion where, twas at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had been poiſon d! or at leaft 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head: the good Pe 
What ſhould I ſay? he was too good to be 
Where ill Men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amongſt the rar'ſt of good ones ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of H 
For Beauty, that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak; for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Vemu, or ſtraight - pight Mirerva, 
Poſtures, beyond brief Nature; for Condition, 
A Shop ot all the qualities, that Man 
Loves Woman for, beſides that hook of Wiving, 
Fairneſs, v/hich ſtrikes the Eye 

m I ſtand on Fire. Come to the matter. 


Iach. All too ſoon I ſhall, 
Unieis thou wouldſt grieve quickly. This Peſthummns, 
Moſt like a noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, 
And, not diſpraiiing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calm as Virtue, he began 


His Miſtreſs Picture, which by his Tongue, being made, 
And 
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And then a Mind put in't, either our Brags 
Were crack d in Kitching-Trulls, or his Deſcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking Sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to th* purpoſe, 

Iach. Your Daughter's Chaſtity ; there it begins: 
He ſpake of her, as Dian bad hot Dreams, 
And ſhe alone were cold; whereat, I Wretch 
Made ſcruple of his Praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Pieces of Gold, gainſt this which then ke wore 
Upon his Honour d Finger; to attain 
In ſuit the place of's Bed, and win this Ring, 
By hers and mine Adultery; he, true Knight, 
No leſſer of her Honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this Ri 
And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 
Of Phabus Wheel; and might fo fafely, had it 
Been all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this defign: well may you, Sir, 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught, 
Of your chaſte Daughter, the wide difference 
*Twixt Amorous, and Villainous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian Brain, 
Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Moſt vilely : for my Vantage excellent, 
And to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd 
That I return d with ſimular proof enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her Renown, 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring Notes 
Of Chamber-Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelct 
(Oh cunning how I got it) nay ſome Marks 
Of ſecret on her Perion, that he could not 
But think her Bond of Chaſtity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 
Methinks I 2 8 _— 

Poſt. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, Coming fora ard. 
m—_ Fiend ! Ay me, moſt credulous Far 2 

regious Murtherer, Thief, any thi 

That's due to all the Villains paſt, in being, 
To come—— Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poiſen, 

Some 


* 
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Some upright Juſticer. Thou King, ſend out 


For Torturers ingenious; it is [ 
That all th'abhorred things o'th* Earth amend, 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, 1 ie, 
That caus'd a leſſer Villain than my ſelf, 
A ſacrilegious Thief to dot. The Temple 
Of Virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe her ſelf. 
Spit, and throw Stones, caſt Myre upon me, ſet 
The Dogs o'th* Street to bait me: every Villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 
Be Villainy leis than *twas. Oh Imogen! 
My Queen, my Lite, my Wife! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear 
* Poſt, Shall's have a Play of this? 
Thou ſcornful Page, there lie thy part. [Striking her, ſhe falls, 
Piſ. Oh Gentlemen, help, 
Mine and your Miſtreſ Oh, my Lord Poſthum; ! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now help, help, 
Mine honour'd Lady — 
Does the World go round? 
Poſt. How come theſe Staggers on me? 
Piſ. Wake, my Miſtreſs. 
If this be fo, the Gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal Joy. 
Piſ. How fares my Miſtreſs, 
Imo. G@ get thee _ my fight, 
Thou gav'ſt me Poiſon: dangerous Fellow hence 
— where Princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Imogen. 
Pif. Lady, the Gods throw Stones of Sulphur on me, if 
That Box I gave you, was not thought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queen, 
. New matter ſtill. 
Imo. It poiſon'd me. 
, 22 Oh Gods . 
I left out one thing which the Queen confeſs'd 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio - 
Haye, faid ſhe, given his Miſtreſs that Confection 


Which 
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Which I him for Cordial, ſhe is ſery'd, 
As I would ſerve a Rat. 
Cym. What's this, Cornelins? 
Corn. The Queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper Poiſons for her; till pretendirg 
The ſatisfation of her Knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 


Of no ; I dreading, that her purpoſe 1 
Was of more danger, did compound for her a 
A certain ſtuff, which being ta en, would ſeize ! 
The preſent of Life, but in ſhort time 


All Offices of Nature ſhould again 

Do theic due Functions. Have you ta en of it? 
Ino. Moſt like 1 did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My Boys, there was our Error. 


Guid. This is ſure Fidele. | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedd-d Lady from you? 


Think that you are upon a Rock, and now 
Throw me again. 
Poſt. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 


*Till the Tree die. | 

Cym. How now, my Fleſh? my Child? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a Dullard in this AR? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? : 

Imo. Your _— Sir. [Kneelings 

Bel. Tho' you did love this Youth, I blame you not, 
You had a Motive for't. 
6 Cym. My Tears 7 

rove Holy-water on 3 Imogen, 
Thy Mother's dead. 

Imo. I am ſorry for't, my Lord. 

Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught; and of her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely; but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Piſ. My Lord, 
Now fear is from me. Þ ll ſpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my Lady's miſſing, eame to me 
With his Sword drawn, toam'd at the Mouth, and ſwore 
If 1 diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 
It was my inſtant Death. By accident 


378 CYyMBELINE. 


I had a feigned Letter of my Maſter's 

Then in my Pocket, which directed her 

To ſeek him on the Mountains near to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſter's Garments, 
Which he info cd from me, away he poſts 
With unchaft purpoſe, and with Oath to violate 

My Lady's Honour; what became of him, 

I further know not. 

Guid. Let me end the Story; I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods fure fend. 8 ; 

I would not thy good Deeds ſhould from my Lips 
2 a hard Sentence: Prithee valiant Youth 

ny't again. 

Guid. 1 have ſpoke it, and 1 did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. | ; 

Guid. A moſt incivil one. The Wrongs he did me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me ſpurn the Sea, 

If it couli fo roar to me. I cut of's Head, 
And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this T = mine. | 
. Iam tor thee; 
. — own Tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Lanny thou'rt dead, ET 
a take tim from our Preſence. 

Bel. Stay, Sir Ki 
This Man is 1 he flew, 

As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his Arms alone, 

Cym. Why old Soldier, | 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art id for 
By taſting of our Wrath? how of 
As as we 

Om. And thou ſhalt die for't. 

Bel. We will die all three, 


4 

* 
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Upon my Baniſhment: I moy'd her to't, 
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But I will prove that two on's are as good 
As I have given out of him. My Sons, I muſk, 
For mine own Part, anfold a dangerous Speech, 
Though haply well for you. 
. Your Danger's ours. 
Guid. And our good his. 
Bel. Have at it then, by leave 
Thou hadff, great King, a Subject, who 
Was call d Bellarius. | ' 
Om. What of him? he is a baniſh'd Traitor. 
Bel. He it is that hath 
Afum'd this Age; indeed a baniſh'd Man, 
I know not how a Traitor. 
Take him hence, 
The whole World ſhall not fave him. 
Bel. Not too hot; 


Firſt pay me for the 1 


And let it be confiſcate 

As I have receiv'd 1 1 
Om. Nurſing of my Sons 
Bel. I am too 5 and ſawey; here's my Knee: 

Ere 1 ariſe, I will prefer my Sons, | 

Then ſpare not the old Father. Mi Sir, 

Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 

And think are my Sons, are none of mine, 


For ſuch, and fo are, theſe twenty Years 

Have I train'd up; Arts they have, as J 
Could put into them. My Breeding was, Sir, 

As your Highneſs knows; their Nurſe Euriphile, 
Whom for the Theft I wedded, ſtole theſe Children 


Having 
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Having receiv'd the Puniſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon. Their dear Loſs, 
The more of you twas felt, the more it ſhap'd | 
Unto my End of ſtealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again; and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet” Companions in the World. 
The Benediction of theſe covering Heav'ns 
Fall on their Heads like Dew, for they are worthy 
To in-la 3 — ind freak . 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
Ualike, than this thou tell't. I loſt my Children —— 
If theſe be they, 1 know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier Sons. 

Bel. Be pleas'd a while —— 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guideriu: 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Your younger Frincely Son ; he, Sir, was 


Rejoic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, 
That after this ſtrange Starting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now: Oh Imogen, 
Thou haſt loſt by this a Kingdom. 

Ino. No, my Lord: 


I bave got two Worlds by't. Oh m gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? 82 


But 
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But I am trueſt Speaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Siſter: I you Brother, 
When your ſo . f 
. you e er m 

* Ay, = = Lord. 

Gui. And at firſt meeting lov d, 
Continu d ſo, until we thought he died. 

Corn. By the Queen's Dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 

ee 
When I through? this fierce Abridgm 
Hath to it circumſtantial Branches, which 
Diſtinction ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman Captive? 
How parted with your Brothers? How firſt met them ? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether theſe ? 
your three Motives to the Battel; with 
N. T ſnould be demanded, 
the other by Dependances 

r. But not the Time, nor Place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. See, 
Poſthumus Anchors upon Imogen; 
And ſhe, like harmleſs Lightning, throws her Eye 
ach Object with « Joy: The Countr.change 
Ea ith a Joy: Counter- 
Is ſeverally in all C2 tie this Ground, 
And ſmoak the T with our Sacrifices. 


be 
Om. The forlorn Soldier that ſo nobly fought 
He would have well becum'd this place, and grac'd 
The Thankings of a King. . 
_ "Poſs. I am, Sir, 
The Soldier that did Company thele three 


— 
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In poor beſeeming: *T'was a fitment for 
The Purpoſe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finiſh. 

Iach. 1 am down again: 
But now my heavy Conſcience finks my Knee, 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, beſeech you; 
Which l ſo often owe: But your Ring firſt, 
And here your Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 
That ever ſwore her Faith. 

Poſt. Kneel not to me: 
The Power that I have on you, is to ſpare you: 
The Malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom'd: 
We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son-in-Law; 
Pardon's the Word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, Sir, | 
As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Poſt. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Soothſayer: As I flept, methought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back d | 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own Kindred. When I wak'd, 1 found 
This Label on my Boſom ; whoſe containing 
Is fo from Senſe in hardneſs, that I can 
Make no Collection of it. Let him ſhew 
His skill in the Conſtruction. 

Luc. Philarmonus. 

Sooth. Here, my good Lord. 
Luc. Read, and declare the Meaning, 

Reads. 

HEN as a Lion's Whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, 
without ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of 
tender Air; and when from a ſtately Cedar ſhall be lopt 
Branches, which being dead many Years, ſhall after revi 


revive, 
b« jointed to the old Stock, and freſhly grow, then * 
us 


-- 
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humus end his Miſeries, Britain be Fortunate, and flouriſh 
in Peace and Plenty. 


Thou, Leonatut, art the Lion's 

The fir and apt Conſtruction of thy Name 
Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much: 

The piece of tender Air, thy Virtuous Daughter, 
Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 

We term it Mulier: Which Mulier I divine 

Is this moſt conſtant Wife, who even now 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 

Unknown to you, unſought, were clipt about 
With this moſt tender Air. 

Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee; and thy lopt Branches, point - 
Thy two Sons forth: Who by Bellarius ſtoll'n, 
For many Years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the Majeſtick Cedar join'd; whoſe Iſſue 
Promiſes Britain, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, | 
My Peace we will begin: And Cains Lucius, 
Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ceſar, 

And to the Roman Empire; l 

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heav'ns in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moft heavy Hand. 


Sooth. The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Har of this Peace: The Viſion 
Which I known to Lucius ere the Stroke 


Ot this yet ſcarce-culd Battel. at this inſtant 

Is full accompliſh'c. For the Roman 

From South to Weſt; on Wing ſoaring aloft 
Leſſen'd her ſelf, and in the Beams ot Sun 

So vaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eag'e, 
Th' Imperial Ceſar, ſhould again unite 
His Favour, with the Radiant me, 
Which ſhines here in the Weſt. 
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Cym. Laud we the Gods: 13 
And let our creoked Smoaks climb to their Noſtrils 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh we this Peace 
To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let 
A Roman, and a Britiſh Enfign wave 
Friendly together; ſo through Lud's Town march, 
And in the Temple of gael ago 
Our Peace we'll ratifie. it with Feaſts. 

Set on there: Never was a War did ceaſe 
Ere bloody Hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a Peace. 
Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Seventh Volume. 


